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Newcastle  Songster^ 

An  old  and  curious  Song 

On  the  late  Mr,        Clayton  being  made  an . 
Alderman. 

Tune— «  The  Vicar  and  Moses.^ 


MY  good  Mr.  Pun, 
We  know  you  like  fun. 
And  alfo  to  crack  a  good  joke ; 
'Tis  well  known  in  the  nation. 
That  our  Corporation 
Has  long  lain  under  a  cjoak. 

Fal  lal  de  ral,  &Ct 

But  after  your  year. 

How  ftrange  'twill  appear, 
(Pray  Heaven  it  prove  for  our  good,) 

To  all  the  whole  nation, 

That  our  Corporation, 
Will  then  crouch  under  a  HoodJ^ 

Now,  we  poor  folks, 

Who're  not  us'd  to  jokes. 
But  with  the  fweets  take  the  bitters ; 

The  folks  in  our  ftation 

Think  our  Corporation 
Has  long  been  outfitted  by  Fitters. 


*  The  late  AUkrman  Hood. 
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Oh,  Watty!  Oh,  Watty  If 

Shouldft  thou  now  fee  Natty, 
And  his  clan,  how  thickly  they  lay't  on } 

You'd  fay  in  their  order. 

Mayor,  Commons,  Recorder, 
Are  all  now  outwitted  by  CI  n. 

From  the  days  of  good  Walters^ 

To  his  who  makes  halters^ 
Such  changes  have  here  taken  place  j 

That  from  its  high  ftation, 

Our  poor  Corporation 
Has  funk  into  abject  disgrace. 

When  the  Alderman's  gown 

Was  hawk'd  about  town. 
And  none  wou'd  be  found  for  to  lay't  on^, 

Up  ftepp'd  brother  Bob, 

And  fettled  the  job, 
And  he  was  dubb'd  Alderman 

Yet  think  not,  that  though  fuch. 

He'll  quit  the  Town's  Hutch, 
Or  any  thing  there  let  mifcarry  ; 

Snll  there  he'll  give  law, 

Rule  by  his  cafs  paw^ 
The  ever  obliging  Old  Harry. 

Ye  honeft  electors. 
Our  faithful  protestors, 
In  you  there  can  never  be  blame ; 


t  Aid.  Blackett. 


^Ald,  Cramlinglan. 
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As  by  following  the  Mayor, 
And  fupporting  the  chair, 
You  always  muft  for  the  SAME. 

Ye  fcum  of  the  bowl, 
^  In  vain  you  may  growl. 
Like  the  fwinilh  group  in  a  ftorm ; 

Nat  will  rule  the  roaft, 

And  ftill  make  a  boaft. 
That  danger  lies  not  in  Reform. 

A  few  copies  of  the  above  song  were  printed  by  Mrs.  Angus  about 
40  years  ago.  It  was  said  to  have  been  written  by  the  late  Mr. 
James  Davidson,  attorney,  author  of  a  poem  entitled,  "  Despair 
irt  Love,  an  Imprecatory  Prayer,"  which  was  also  printed  by  Mrs. 
Angus — The  late  M.  W.  Ridley  resigned  his  office  of  magistrate 
about  this  time,  observing,  that  Clayton  up  staiis,  and  Clayton 
down  stairs  will  never  do/' 


New  Song  for  Barge-da  1835 

(Snng  on  hoard  of  the  Stervard\s  SteamJwaf  J 

IT  well  may  grieve  one's  heart  full  fore. 
To  be  in  fuch  a  movement, 
Upon  the  river,  as  on  fhore, 

The  rage  is  all  improvement : 
Once  blithe  as  grigs,  our  merriment 

Is  chang*4.  to  meditation, 
How  we  thefe  ills  may  circumvent — 
O  what  a  Corporation  ! 
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The  Quay  fide  always  ms  too  big,- 

As  fcullers  have  attefted,, 
fant  (hips  that  come  with  rampant  rig^ 

Againft  its  fides  are  refted. 
Still  to  extend  it  in  a  tift^ 

They're  making  preparation, 
And  Sandgate  midden  is  to  fhift^ — 

O  what  a  Corporation ! 

At  Tyne-main  once  there  was  a  caunch. 

And  famous  fport  was  found  there  ; 
So  long  it  flood,  fo  high  and  ftaunch. 

All  veff^ls  took  the  ground  there  j 
But  fomehow  it  has  crept  away, 

By  flood  or  excavation, 
And  time  there  you  need  not  delay — 

O  what  a  Corporation  ! 

They  think  to  move  Bill-point,  a  fpot 

So  lovely  and  romantic, 
Which  has  fent  many  fliips  to  pot, 

And  fet  fome  feamen  frantic ; 
Then  many  a  gowk  will  run  to  fee 

And  ftare  with  admiration, 
From  Snowdon's  Hole  to  Wincomlee — 

O  what  a  Corporation  I 

How  filent  once  was  Wallsend  (hore. 

Its  dullnefs  was  a  wonder  j 
Now  from  the  ftaiths  full  waggons  pour 

Their  coals  like  diftant  thunder  j 
To  have  reftor'd  its  wonted  peace, 

In  vain  our  fupplicatioa, 
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The  trade  they  fay  will  ftill  increafe— 
O  what  a  Corporation ! 

Where  Tynemouth-bar,  I  underftand, 

A  rock  from  lide  to  fide  is, 
How  well  would  look  a  bank  of  fand. 

Not  higher  than  the  tide  is  j 
But  this,  it  feems,  is  not  to  be — 

In  fpite  of  my  oration. 
The  Tyne  is  ftill  to  join  the  fea— 

O  what  a  Corporation  ! 

O  would  the  Tyne  but  ceafe  to  flow, 

Or  like  a  fmall  burn  bubble. 
There  would  not  be  a  barge-day  now, 

Nor  we  have  all  this  trouble ; 
But  here,  alas !  we  failing  roam 

About  its  confervation, 
Inftead  of  fleeping  fafe  at  home — 
O  what  a  Corporation  ! 


m)e  0ioxal 

As  patriots  in  public  caufe. 

We  never  once  have  fwerv'd  yet, 
And  if  we  have  not  gain'd  applaufe. 

We  know  we've  well  deferv'd  it  ; 
Who  thinks  we  care  for  feafting,  he 

Muft  be  a  ftupid  noddy— 
We're  like  the  Herbage-committee, 

An  ill-requited  body. 

Robert  Gihhrist. 


Newcastle  Landlords. — 1834 


IND  friends  and  acquaintance,  pttention 
claim, 

While  a  few  jolly  Landlords,in  this  towii,  1  name 

In  alphabet  order  my  song  it  is  penn'd, 

And  I  hope,  for  joke's  sake,  it  will  never  offend, 

CHORUS — l^hen  hey  for  good  drinhing^ 
Jt  heeps  us  from  thinking^ 
We  all  love  a  drop  in  our  turn. 

A  stands  for  Armfield,  a  good  hearty  blade, 
Tho'  he's  left  the  Nag's  Head,  still  follows  his  trade ; 
At  the  foot  of  the  market  you'll  find  his  new  shop, 
Where  many  an  old  friend  still  calls  in  for  a  drop, 

J8  stands  for  Burns,  of  the  Theatre-square, 
She's  an  orderly  woman — good  drink  is  sold  there ; 
If  1  wanted  a  wife,  1  should  readily  choose 
This  amiable  widow  to  govern  my  house, 

C  stands  for  Cant,  sign  of  the  Blue  Bell, 
W^ho  keeps  a  good  house,and  good  porter  doth  sell ; 
Quarrelling  and  fighting  is  there  seldom  seen — 
She's  a  canty  old  widow,  but  rather  too  keen. 

J>  for  Dixon,  who  once  kept  the  Unicorn — Ho ! 
And/)  stands  for  Dixon,  White  Hart,  you  well  know 
Then  there's  Dixon,  Quayside,  just  a  little  way 
down—  [town! 
Were  the  three  fattest  landlords  in  all  the  whoUj 

E  stands  for  Eggleton,  Fighting  Cocks'  Inn, 
Tho'  old,  took  a  young  wife,  and  thought  it  no  sin; 
i^for  Finlay,  his  shop's  corner  of  Pudding-chare, 
And  good  wine  and  spirits  you'll  always  get  there 

G  for  Gibson,  the  Blue  Posts,  in  Pilgrim-street, 
Where  a  few  jolly  squIs  oft  for  harmany  meet  , 
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HfoY  Hackwortb,  in  Cowgate,  Grey  Bull  is  the 
sign- — 

Only  taste  his  good  ale,  faith  you'll  say  it's  divinet 

i/  stands  for  Heron,  the  sign  of  the  Cock,  [shop  ; 
£rfor  Hall,  near  Nun's  Gate — keeps  a  snug  oyster- 
iy  stands  for  Horn,  and  he's  done  very  weal, 
Since  he  bother'd  the  heart  of  sly  Mrs.  Neil. 

/stands  for  Inns — we've  ihe  best  in  the  north — 
There's  the  King's  Head,  the  Queen's  Head,  the 
George,  and  the  Turf,  [Moon, 
The  Old  Crown  and  Thistle,  and  Miller's  Half 
Well  known  tothetrav'llers  who  frequent  thetown 

jBT  stands  for  Kitchen,  Hell-Kitchen  'twas  nam'd. 
And  long  for  good  ale  &  good  spree  has  been  fam'd  ; 
In  each  parlour,  in  vestry,  or  kitchen  you'll  find 
The  beer-drawer,  Mary,  obliging  and  kind. 

L  vStands  for  Larkin — he's  left  the  Black  Boy, 
Once  fam'd  for  Patlanders  and  true  Irish  joy; 
On  the  Scotchwood  New  Road  a  house  he  has  ta'eu, 
Where  I  hope  the  old  soul  will  get  forward  again. 

M  stands  for  Mitford — he  kept  the  North  Pole, 
Just  over  the  Leazes — a  dull-looking  hole  ; 
Now  our  favourite  poet  lives  at  Head  of  the  Side — 
Here's  success  to  his  muse — long  may  she  preside. 

JV*stands  for  Newton,  sign  of  the  Dolphin,  [inn, 
Who  the  old  house  pull'd  down,  built  it  up  likean 
They  say  he  found  gold — how  much  1  can't  tell  ; 
But  never  mind  that,  he's  done  wonderful  well. 
0  stands  for  Orton — he  keeps  the  Burnt  House, 
Once  fam'd  for  the  knights  of  the  thimble  &  goose ; 
And  O  stands  for  Ormston,  at  Pandon — O  rare! — 
Temptation  enough  for  young  men  that  go  there  ! 

P  stands  for  Pace,  sign  of  the  White  Swan, 
Who,  for  to  oblige,  will  do  all  that  he  can  ; 
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A  convenient  bouse,  when  you  marketinji^  make, 
To  pop  in  and  indulge  yourself  with  a  beef-steak. 

iR  stands  for  Ridley  and  Reed,  you  all  know, 
And  B  stands  for  Richardson,  all  in  a  row,|^Crown, 
First,  Three  Tuns,  the  Sun,  and  the  Old  Rose  and 
And  their  ale's  good  as  any  at  that  part  of  town. 

S  for  Sayers,  Nag's  Head,  he  keeps  good  moun- 
tain dew — 

Only  taste  it,  you'll  find  what  I  tell  you  is  true; 
S  for  Stokoe,  wine-merchant,  foot  of  St.John's  Lane, 
For  good  stuff  and  good  measure  we'll  never 
complain^ 

T  for  Teasdale,  the  Phoenix,  a  house  fam'd  for  flip, 
T  for  Teasdale,  who  once  kept  the  sign  of  the  Ship; 
And  fV  (or  Wylam,  a  place  more  fam'd  still, 
Sure  you  all  know  the   Custom-house  on  the 
Sandhill 

Robin  Hood,  Dog  and  Cannon,  and  Tiger  for  me, 
The  Peacock  well  known  to  the  clerks  on  the  Quay 
The  Old  Beggars'  Opera  for  stowrie,  my  pet, 
Mrs.  Richardson's  was,  and  she  cannot  be  bet. 

There's  the  Black  Bull  and  Grey  Bull,  well  known 
to  a  few,  ftoo ; 

Black,  White,  and  Grey  Horse,  and  Flying  Horse 
The  Black  House,  the  White  House,  the  Hole-in- 
the-Wall, 

And  the  Seven  Stars,  Pandon,  if  you  dare  to  callr  ] 

There's  the  Turk's  Head,  Nag's  Head,  and  old 

Barley  Mow, 
The  Bay  Hoise,  the  Pack  Horse,  and  Teasdale'sf 

Dun  Cow, 
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The  Ship  &  the  Keel,  the  Half  Moon,  &  the  Sun- 
But  1  think,  my  good  friends,  it  is  time  to  be  done. 

Then  each  landlord  &  landlady,  wish  them  success, 
Tov/n  and  trade  of  the  Tyne,  too,  we  cannot  do  less; 
And  let  this  be  the  toast  when  we  meet  to  regale — 
May  we  ne'er  want  a  bumper  of  Newcastle  ale." 

TV.  Watson. 


St.  Nicholas'  Church^ 

O BONNY  Church !  yeVe  ftudden  lang. 
To  mence  our  canny  town  ; 
But  I  believe  ye  are  fae  ftrang. 

Ye  never  will  fa' down  : 
The  architects,  wi'  a'  their  wit, 

May  fay  that  ye  will  fa'  j 
But  let  them  talk — Fll  match  ye  yet 
Againft  the  churches  a'. 

Chorus — Of  a'  the  churches  in  our  land, 
Let  them  be  e'er  fae  braw, 
St,  Nicholas,  of  Newcaftle  town, 
Yet  fairly  bangs  them  aV 

Lang  have  ye  ftood  ilk  bitter  blaft, 

But  langer  yet  ye'll  ftand  j 
And  ye  have  been,  for  ages  paft, 

A  pattern  for  our  land : 
Your  bonny  fteeple  looks  fae  grand — 

The  whole  world  fpeaks  o'  ye, 
Been  a'  the  crack  for  centuries  back, 

And  will  be  when  1  dee. 
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Tis  true  they've  patched  ye  all  about 

With  iron,  ftone,  and  wood; 
But  let  them  patch — I  have  a  doubt, 

They'll  do  ye  iittle  good  ; 
But,  to  be  fure  it's  making  work — 

There's  plenty  lives  by  ye, 
Not  only  tradefmen  and  our  clerk. 

But  the  greedy  black-coats  tee. 

Your  bonny  bells  there's  nane  excels 

In  a*  the  country  round  ; 
They  ring  fo  fweet,  they  are  a  treat 

When  they  play  heartfome  tunes  } 
And  vi^hen  all's  dark,  the  people  m?rk 

Ye  with  your  fiery  eye, 
That  tells  the  travellers  in  the  ftreet 

The  time  as  they  pafs  by. 

0  that  King  William  wad  come  down, 
To  fee  his  fubjects  hers. 

And  view  the  buildings  of  our  town, 
He'd  crack  o'  them,  I  f  ivear  ; 

But  when  he  faw  our  canny  church, 
I  think  how  he'd  admire, 

To  fee  the  arch  fprung  from  each  fide 
That  bears  the  middle  fpire. 

Now  to  conclude  my  little  fong — 
That  fimple,  vocal  theme — 

1  truft,  that  if  I've  faid  aught  wrong. 
That  I  will  be  forgi'en  5 
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Then  lang  may  fam'd  St.  Nicholas  ftand, 

Before  it  does  come  down, 
That  when  we  dee,  our  bairns  may  fee 

The  beauties  of  our  town. 


Paganiiii,  the  Fiddler  ; 

Oi?,   THE  PITBIAN'S  FROLIC. 

Tune— '*  The  Kf  bbuckstane  Wedding." 

\        '  ■       .   _^  ■ 

COME  lay  up  your  lugs,  and  aw'll  sing  ye  a  sang". 
Us  nyen  o'  the  best,  but  ils  bravv  new  and  funny, 
iln  these  wf  ary  times,  when  we're  not  very  thrang^, 
I  A  stave  cheers  wor  hearts,  iho'  it  bring-s  us  ne  money  ; 
Uw  left  Shiney  Raw,  for  Newcassel  did  steer, 
j    Wi'  three  or  four  mair  of  our  neighbours  se  canny, 
Dotermin'd  to  gan  to  the  play-house  to  hear 
The  King  o'  the  fiddlers,  the  great  Baggy  Nanny. 

Right  fal,  8iC. 

We  reached  the  Arcade  rather  drouthy  an'  sair. 

Its  a  house  full  o'  pastry-cooks,  bankers,  &  drapers. 
At  the  fine  fancy  fair  how  my  marrows  did  stare. 

On  the  muffs,  fiats,  &  beavers,  se  fam'd  in  the  papers  ; 
At  Beas'ey's,  where  liquor's  se  cheap  and  se  prinje, 

A  bottle  aw  purchas'd  for  maw  sweetheart  Fanny, 
SVe  drank  nowt  but  brandy—  and  when  it  was  time, 

We  stagger'd  away  to  see  great  Baggy  Nanny. 

We  gat  t'  the  door,  'mang  the  crowd  we  did  crush, 
Halfway  up  the  stairs,  I  was  carried  se  handy. 

The  lassie  ahint  us  cried,  push,  hinny,  push  ; 
Till  they  squeez/d  me  as  sma'and  assmartas  a  dandy  ; 

We  reach'd  the  stair-heed,  nearly  smurher'd  indeed, 
Tbe  gas  letters  giilter'd,  the  paintings  look'd  cannv. 

Aw  riapt  inysel'  down  side  a  lasso'  reet  breed. 
Maw  hinny,  says  aw,  ha'  ye  seen  Ba^gy  Nanny, 
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Tlie  lassie  she  twitter'd,  and  looked  rather  queer. 

And  said,  in  this  house  there  is  mony  a  dozen. 
They're  planted  so  thick,  that  there's  no  sitting  here. 

They  smell  so  confounded  o'  cat-gut  and  rosin  ; 
The  curtain  flew  up,  and  a  lady  did  squall, 

To  fine  music  play'd  by  a  Cockney  bit  mannie, 
Then  fra'  the  front  seats  I  suen  heard  my  frieuds  bawl. 

Off  hats,  smash  yor  brains,  here  comes  great  Baggy 
Nanny. 

An  outlandish  chep  suen  appeared  on  the  stage. 

And  cut  as  odd  capers  as  wor  maister's  flonkey, 
He  skipp'd  and  he  fiddled  as  if  in  a  rage, 

If  he  had  but  a  tail,  he  might  pass  for  a  monkey  ! 
Deil  smash  a  good  tune  could  this  bowdyklte  play, 

His  fiddle  wad  hardly  e'en  please  my  awd  grannie,"^ 
So  aw  suen  join'd  my  marrows  and  toddled  away, 

And  wish'd  a  good  neet  to  the  great  Baggy  Nanny. 

On  crossing  Tyne-brig— how  wor  lads  ran  the  rig, 

At  being  se  silly  duen  out  o'  their  moaey. 
Odd  bothe?  maw  wig,  had  he  play'd  us  a  jig, 

We  might  teli'd  them  at  byem,  we'd  seen  something 
quite  funny. 
But  law  be  it  spoke — and  depend  its  ne  joke. 

Yen  an'  aw  did  agree  he  was  something  uncanny, 
Though  dark  o'er  each  tree,  he  before  us  did  flee. 

And  fiddled  us  hyemdid  this  great  Baggy  Nanny. 

JR.  Emery. 


The  Happy  Days  of  England. 


Tune — "  When  this  old  Cap  was  new^ 

IN  the  happy  days  of  England, 
Ere  file  felt  the  Tory  thrall, 
The  yeoman's  houfe  was  fpacious. 
The  gaol  and  poor-houfe  fmall  j 
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The  yeomen,  bold  and  manly. 

Erectly  trod  the  plain  ; 
Put  in  fnch  men  as  Atwood^ 

And  fo  'twill  be  again. 

In  the  happy  days  of  England, 

Ere  finecures  were  known, 
I'he  people  they  were  loyal, 

Sure  founded  was  the  throne  ; 
Her  fons  were  arm'd  in  her  defence. 

Her  navies  fwept  the  main ; 
Put  in  fuch  men  as  Attwood, 

And  fo  'twill  be  again. 

In  the  happy  days  of  England, 

Ere  debt  and  corn-bills  came. 
The  people  were  contented, 

Nor  knew  the  pauper's  name ; 
The  labourer  brew'd  his  nut-brown  ale^ 

From  unexcifed  grain  ; — 
Support  fuch  men  as  Atwood, 

And  fo  'twill  be  agaim 

In  the  happy  days  of  England, 

Ere  Caftlereagh  was  born. 
The  Briton  was  a  freeman. 

The  tyrant  was  his  fcorn  ; 
Oh  then  the  Senate-houfe  was  grac*d 

By  Hampden,  Pym,  and  Vane- 
Support  fuch  men  as  Attwood, 

And  fo  'twill  be  again- 

In  the  happy  days  of  England, 
When  only  merit  rofe, 


She  then  was  freedom's  aliy, 

The  terror  of  its  foes. 
No  northern  Tyrant  in  thofe  days 

Durft  rivet  Poland's  chain  ; 
Put  in  fuch  men  as  Attwood, 

And  (o  'twill  be  again. 

T.  Doubleday, 

This  Jeu  Esprit  wvis  written  on  the  occasion  of  the 
Election  of  1832,  when  the  representation  of  the  town  was 
contested  by  Sir  M.  VV.  Rid!ey,  Bart.,  and  John  Hodgson 
and  Charles  Attwood,  Esquires. 


The  Oyster  Wife's  Petition, 

On  the  Eemoval  of  the  Oyster  ^  tub  from  the  Quay 
Tune— The  Bold  Dragoon/' 

GH  !  Mifter  Mayor,  it  grieves  me  fair, 
Alas !  what  mun  aw  dee, 
Wor  Oyfter-tub  is  doomed  ne  mair 

To  grace  Newcaffel  Kee  ! — 
Wor  bonny  lamp  that  brunt  fe  breet. 

And  cheer'd  each  wintry  neet  fe  dreary. 
Is  gyen,  and  lots  o'  canny  folks 

Will  mifs  it  fair  when  cawd  and  weary  ! 

Whack  J  row  de  dow,  &c. 

*  The  Oyster-tub  alluded  to  stood  on  the  Quay,  nearly 
opposite  to  the  foot  of  Grinding*- chare.  It  formed  rather 
an  interesting  feature  in  the  winter^nights,  being  accom- 
panied by  a  large  blazing  lamp,  at  which  sat  the  owner,  at- 
tended by  several  loungers.  On  the  death  of  old  Margery 
Gray,  which  took  place  about  October,  1831,  this  tub  was 
removed,  lest  the  long  occupancy  of  the  place  should  be- 
come a  freehold,  like  the  little  barber*s  shop  which  stood 
at  the  east  end  of  the  Maison  de  Dieii,  and  which  had  ovi" 
ginally  been  only  a  stall.    August y  1S33. 
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^ow,  for  the  fake  of  her  that^s  gyen— - 

Juft  fpeak  the  cheering  word — 
And  fay,  that  to  wor  ancient  burth, 

Aw  luen  will  be  reftorM. — 
The  news  wor  town  wad  'lectrify, 

And  gar  yor  nyem  to  live  for  ever— 
In  ef ter  times  yor  deeds  wad  ftiine, 

And  *clipfe  the  nyem  o*  wor  Tyne  river. 

Whack,  row,  &c. 

Had  Charley  Brandling,  blifs  his  nyem. 

Been  fpar'd  to  feen  this  day. 
He'd  ftiown  the  great  refpect  he  had 

For  poor  awd  Madgie  Gray ; 
Alas !  he's  gyen  ; — clofe  to  yorfel' 

Aw'll  ftick  until  aw's  fatisfied,  fir— 
When  ye  look  on  this  good-like  fyece. 

Maw  wifhes  ne'er  can  be  deny'd,  fir. 

Whack,  row,  &c. 

Frae  Summer-hill  down  to  the  Kee, 

Folks  kenn'd  poor  Madgie  weel^ — 
Aw's  very  fure  wor  Magiftrates 

For  maw  condition  feel ; — 
I'he  cellar's  ow'r  confin'd  and  damp, 

Reftore  us  to  wor  canny  llation, 
And  blifsings  great  will  leet  upon 

Wor  canny  ToOn  and  Corporation, 
Whackj  row,  &c. 

B,  E  menj  , 


IS 


Ye  may  hae  your  choose. 


Buy  broom  busoms. 


Buy  them  when  they're  new. 


Buy  broom  busoms. 


Better  never  grew. 


If  1  had  a  horse, 

1  would  have  a  cart; 
If  I  had  a  wife, 

She  would  take  my  part.  Buy  broom, 

Had  1  but  a  wife, 

I  care  not  who  she  be; 
If  she  be  a  woman, 

1  hat's  enough  for  me,- — Buy  broom,  &c. 

If  she  likM  a  drop. 

Her  and  I'd  agree  ; 
If  she  did  not  like  it, 

There^s  the  more  for  me.  Buy  brOom,  &e. 


Often  sung  in  addition  to  the  above  by  the  late 
Blind  Willy^  of  Newcastle. 
TTP  the  Butcher  Bank, 


There  you'll  see  the  lasses 

Selling  brown  ware.  Buy  broom  busoms,  &c. 

Along  the  Quayside, 

Stop  at  Russell's  Entry  : 
There  you'll  see  the  beer-drawer, 

She  is  standing  sentry,  Buy  broomi  &e. 

If  you  want  an  oystey^, 
For  to  taste  your  mouth. 


A  Song, 


And  down  Byker  Chare  ; 
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Call  at  Handy  Walker^s, 

He*s  a  bonny  youth.-— Buy  broom,  t5  c. 

Call  at  Mr.  Loggie's, 

He  does  sell  good  wine  ; 
There  you'll  see  the  beer-drawer, 

She  is  very  fine,  Buy  broom,  &c. 

If  you  want  an  orange, 

Ripe  and  full  of  juice  : 
Gan  to  Hannah  Black, 

There  you'll  getyour  choose.  ^Buy  broom,  <&e. 

Call  at  Mr.  Turner's, 

At  the  Queen^s  Head  ; 
He'll  not  set  you  away. 

Without  a  piece  of  bread. — -Buy  bl'oom,  &c, 

Down  the  river^s  side. 

As  far  as  Dent's  Hole, 
There  you'll  see  the  cuckolds 

Working  at  the  coal.  Buy  broom,  &c. 


ThumpiDg  Lock, 

Air — "  Gang  nae  mair  to  yon  Town." 


ERE'S  thumpins^  lui  k  to  yon  town. 
Let's  have  a  hearty  drink  upou't, 


O  the  days  Tve  spent  in  yon  town, 

My  heart  still  warms  to  think  npon't  y 

For  monie  a  happy  day  I've  seen, 
With  monie  a  lass  so  kind  and  true, 

With  hearty  chiehis  Fve  canty  been, 
And  danc'd  away  till  a'  was  blue. 

Here's  thuraping  luck  to  yon  town, 
Let's  have  a  hearty  dt  ink  upon*l, 

O  the  days  I've  s^pent  in  yon  town, 
My  heart  still  warms  to  think  upon't. 

There's  famous  ale  in  yon  town, 

Will  make  your  lips  to  smack  again^ 

And  many  a  one  leaves  yon  town, 
Oft  wishes  they  wtre  back  again; 

Well  shelter'*!  from  the  north«Tn  blast, 
Its  spirt*  and  turreti;  pro\uJly  rincx. 
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And  boatft  and  keels  all  sailing  past, 

With  coals  that  half  the  worbi  supplies. 

Here's  thumping  Inck,  See. 
There's  native  bards  in  yon  town, 

For  wit  and  humour  seldom  hety  : 
And  they  sang  so  sweet  in  yon  town, 

Good  faith  I  think  I  hear  ihem  yet  ; 
Such  fiui  in  Thompson's  voyage  to  Shields, 

In  Jimmy  Johnson's  wh«rry  fine, 
Such  shaking  heels,  and  dancing  reels, 

When  sailing  on  the  coal  I  y  Tjne. 

Hei  e's  thnmping  luck,  &jo. 
Amang  the  rest  in  yon  town, 

One  Shiels  was  fam'd  for  ready  wit,  i 
His  "  Lord  Size"  half  drovvn'd  in  yon  town, 

Good  faith  1  tl  ink  I  hear  it  yet :  ] 
Then  Mitford's  muse  is  seldom  wrong, 

When  once  he  gives  the  jade  a  ca\ 
And  Gilchrist,  too,  for  comic  song, 

Tho'  last,  he's  not  the  least  of  a'. 

Here's  thuBipiug  luck,  &c. 
May  the  sun  shine  bright  on  yon  town, 

May  its  trade  and  commerce  still  increase, 
And  may  all  that  dwells  in  yon  town 

Be  blett  with  fond  domestic  peace  ; 
For  let  me  wander  east  or  west, 

North,  south,  or  even  o'er  the  sea, 
My  native  town  I'll  still  love  best — 

Newcastle  is  the  place  for  me. 

Here's  thumping  luck,  &c. 

IVafson 


Dance  to  thy  Daddy. 

Tune— <*  The  little  Fishy  » 

COME  h^rc,  my  little  Jackey,  ; 
Now  I've  smok'd  by  backey,  i 
Let's  have  a  bit  crackey 
Till  the  boat  comes  in. 

Dance  to  thy  daddy,  sing  to  thy  mammy, 
Dance  to  thy  daddy,  to  thy  mammy  sing  ;  ^ 
Thou  shalt  have  a  fishy  on  a  liittle  dishy. 
Thou  shalt  have  a  fishy,  when  the  boat  comes  in.' 
Here's  thy  mother  humming, 
IJke  a  canny  woman. 

Yonder  comes  thy  father,  1 
Uru  ik,  he  ciuiiiit  stand. 
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Danc€  to  thy  daddy,  sing  to  thy  mammy, 
Dance  to  thy  daddy,  to  thy  mammy  sing  5 
Thou  shalt  have  a  fishy  on  a  litile  dishy, 
Thou  shalt  have  a  haddock  when  the  boat  comca  in. 

Our  Tommy's  t?1w  ays  fuddlhig, 

He^s  so  fond  of  ale, 

But  he's  kind  to  me, 

1  hope  he'll  never  fail. 

Dance  to  thy  daddy,  sing  to  thy  mammy, 
Dance  to  thy  daddy,  to  thy  mammy  sing  j 
Thou  shalt  have  a  fishy  on  a  little  dishy. 
Thou  shalt  have  a  codling  when  the  boat  comes  in, 

I  like  a  drop  mysel'. 
When  I  can  get  it  sly. 
And  thou,  my  bonny  bairn/* 
Will  lik't  as  well  as  I. 

Dance  to  thy  daddy,  sing  to  thy  mammy, 
Dance  to  thy  daddy,  to  thy  mammy  sing  j 
Thou  shalt  have  a  fishy  on  a  little  dishy, 
Thou  shalt  have  a  mackVel  when  the  boat  comei  \a. 

May  we  get  a  drop. 

Oft  as  we  stand  need, 

And  lang  may  the  keel  row 

That  brings  the  bairns  their  bread. 

Dance  to  thy  daddy,  sing  to  thy  mammy, 
Dance  to  thy  daddy,  to  thy  mammy  sing  5 
Thou  ghalt  have  a  fisky  on  a  little  dishy. 
Thou  shalt  have  a  salmon,  when  the  boat  comes  in, 

W.  Watson. 


The  Friar  and  the  Nun, 

A  Midnight  Colloquy  of  the  JSTun^s  Field. 

SAID  the  Ghost  of  a  Nun  to  a  Friar  Grey — 
Dear  brother,  what  changes  we've  seen  ! 
There's  here  to  be  built  a  New  Market,  they  say. 

Which  was  once,  you  know,  our  bleaching  green." 
Such  were  the  sounds  thai  smote  on  my  ear, 

As  I  stray'd  in  the  Nun's  Field  one  night,' 
And  I  sat  down  beneath  an  old  elm-tree  to  hear. 

Though  my  hair  stood  on  end  at  the  sight." 
*•  There's  nought,"  quoth  the  Friar,      but  heaps  0 
Where  oft  I  haro  stray'd  as  a  sinner  ;  [stones 
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The  bell  that  once  warned  us  to  vespers  and  nonefSg  ' 
Now  warns  Grainger's  workmen  of  dinner. 

Alack !  sister  Anne,  a  heretic  race,  ; 
With  aprons  of  blue,  or  of  tartan — 

Red  night-caps  for  hoods,  will  soon  take  our  place««» 
But  they  all  will  be  d  d  for  certain^" 

"  Dear  brother,*'  said  she,  "  only  think  on  this  spot. 

Where  our  portion  was  penance  and  stripes. 
Old  men  will  be  crying,  *  Hot  pies  here,  all  hot,^ 

And  women,  *  Black^puddings  and  tripes/ 
Where  we  walked  so  devoutly,  soon  those  who  succeed 

In  all  worldly  pride  will  soon  strut  on,  [us. 
Where  we  utter'd  our  mournful  Aves  and  Credos, 

Will  hang  rounds  of  beef  and  fat  mutton.'* 

**  Yes,  sister,"  said  he,  "where  we  chaunted  TeDeum 

And  sighed  our  prayers  to  the  breeze, 
W^bere  we  us'd  to  confess,  ere  long  will  we  see  'em 

A  chauDting  lewd  ditties  and  glees  ; 
The  ground  where  we  stand  will  be  strew'd  soon  with 

Pursuing  their  ways  so  mistaken ;  [buyers, 
Extinct  is  the  race  now  of  Holy  Friars, 

Save  those  who  are  Fryers  of  Bacon, 
In  spite  of  Sir  Andrew  these  sinful  elves 

Will  still  buy  and  sell  on  a  Sunday ; 
But  soon  they'll  be  wandering  ghosts  like  ourselves. 

Sic  transit  gloria  mundiJ** 
A  lowering  black  cloud,  most  dismal  to  see. 

Now  hid  the  soft  moon- beams  so  bright ; 
And  I  rose  from  beneath  an  old  elm-tree. 

For  the  Ghosts  had  vanish'd  from  sight. 


St.  Nicholas'  Great  Bell. 

OH,  have  you  seen  the  mighty  bell. 
That  none  in  England  can  excel— 
The  Tona  of  Lincoln's  but  a  shell 

To  the  great  bell  of  Saint  Nicholas. 
Oh  such  rare  things  ne'er  was  before, 
To  hear  it  strike  eight  miles  or  more, 
To  wake  the  workmen  when  they  snorf> 

Aye,  this  grf at  btU  pf  Saint  Ni«Ho3a»i 


Spoken,— I  say.'Patrick,  have  you  been  htter  seeing  tlic  gireaC  Bell  that's  goiia 
up  to  that  great  lump  of  a  protestantchurch.—A  big  bell,  do  they  call  it?  by 
the  saints  I  thought  it  was  an  extinguisher  for  the  light  at  its  ugly  mug.-r-A 
great  bell,  indeed,  by  the  powers,  you  know  yourself  its  only  like  a  skuU-cap  to 
my  great  gratidmother's  praty  pot,  that  she  used  to  boil  kail-cannon  in  at  the 
fejirvest.— You  are  right,  Patrick,  but  still  we'll 

Drink  success  to  this  beii,  ding  dongr, 
That^li  wake  the  folks  in  country  and  town , 
And  the  maids  to  milk  their  cows  in  themor% 
The  great  bell  of  Saint  Nicholas, 

Lord,  how  the  people  they  did  run, 

When  they  heard  the  small  bells  ring  like  fim, 

Shouting,  there's  something  to  be  done, 

At  the  old  chnrch  of  Saint  Nicholas, 
The  shopkeepers  out  of  their  doors  did  stare, 
At  such  a  thing  so  great  and  rare, 
And  the  flags  were  waving  in  the  air. 

O^er  the  great  bell  of  Saint  Nicholas, 

Spoken.--Well,  I  suppose  they  will  christen  it.— Hout,  man,  they  christen*<f 
It  yesterday  at  the  founaery,  down  at  Hawks'.— Well,  then,  they'll  have  to  con- 
secrate it  now.— .Aye,  horses  and  all.— What !  consecrate  horses,  you  fooVishr 
man !  Aye,  then  they'll  be  most  fit  for  hearses  and  mourning  coaches. 
Drink  success  to  this  bell,&c. 

And  after  all  the  noisy  storm. 

We've  livM  to  see  real  church  reform, 

Six  horses  standing  snug  and  warm, 

In  the  old  church  of  Saint  Nicholas. 
Vou  should  have  been  at  the  church. 
To  have  seen,  the  horses  in  the  porch— 
The  devil  will  say  I'm  in  the  lurch, 

No  use  for  me  at  Saint  Nicholas. 
Speken.— I  say,  Geordy,  did  you  ever  see  such  a  great  thing  as  that  before  ^ 
Where  is  it  gan'  te  ?— Why,  to  the  church— it's  the  great  bell  that  was  be- 
queathed by  Major  Anderson  to  flay  away  the  rooks  and  craws  frae  the  town, 
to  hinder  them  frae  building  either  on  churches  or  exchanges.  Ay«,  aye,  but  I 
think  it  wad  ha'e  been  far  better  if  they'd  myed  it  to  flay  away  poverty  frae 
wor  doors,  and  cast  it  asT  a  boiler  for  soup.  What  say  you,  Geordy,^  ?  It  wad, 
m  ye  say—but  I'll  Drink  success  to  this  bell,  ^src» 

^         A  drunken  cobler  made  a  vow,  ^ 
11         In  the  M-AJOR  he  would  make  a  shoe, 
K  And  he  workM  away  till  all  was  blue 

m\  In  the  great  bell  of  Saint  Nicholas. 

K ,        The  shoe  being  made,  to  the  man  of  leather 
f  The  people  cried,  Well  done !  O  clever— 

You  should  have  a  grant  to  work  for  ever 

In  the  great  bell  of  Saint  Nicholas, 
Drink  success  to  this  bell,  &c. 


THE 

Pilot  that  steer'd  for  Reform. 

Air. — The  Pilot  that  weathered  the  Storm.'' 
¥  F  the  fiends  of  corruption  are  laid  in  the  deep, 
*    And  th6  witch  rides  no  longer  the  wings  of  the 
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When  our  perils  are  pa^t,  sbali  our  g'rAtitude  sleep? 
No — Here*8  to  the  pilot  whosteer'd  for  reform. 

At  the  footstool  of  sjrandeur  let  slaves  lick  the  dust, 

Let  fashion  her  idols  extol  to  the  skies; 
To  the  patriot,  who  dar'd  throug^h  all  times  to  be  just, 

Uublain'd  may  the  accent  of  gratilude  rise. 

And  shall  not  his  mem'ry  to  Britons  be  dear, 
Whose  example  with  envy  al!  nations  heboid  ; 

A  statesman  nnbias'd  by  interest  or  fear, 
But  power  uncorrupted,  untainted  by  gold, 

ho,  when  Tyranny  marshall'd  his  ignoble  brood, 
And  corruption's  foul  torrent  swept  over  the  laud, 
Unterrified,  breasted,  like  Cj'esar,  the  flood, 

With  the  scrolls  of  our  freedom  held  high  in  bis  hand 

Unheeding*,  unthankful,  we  bask  in  tlie  blaze, 

VVhiletlje  beams  of  the  Sun  in  full  majesty  shine, 

When  he  sinks  into  twilight,  with  fondness  we  gaze, 
And  love  the  mild  lustre  that  gilds  his  decline. 

So  Grey,  when  the  course  of  thy  fame  shall  be  o*er. 
Thy  glory  shall  live,  aud  our  sorrow  assuage. 

Then  Hie  patriot  shall  envy  too  much  to  deplore, 
Ad mir'd  in  thy  youth,  hut  ador*d  in  thy  age. 

Oh  !  take,  then,  for  dangers  b^^  wisdom  repelPd, 
For  evils  by  courage  and  constancy  braved, 

Oh  !  Uke  for  a  throne  by  thy  counsels  upheld, 
The  thanks  of  a  people  th}  fiimness  hath  saved. 

And  oh!  if  again  e*er  corruption  oVrvUielai, 
Or  the  demons  of  Tyranny  rise  in  the  storm, 

We'll  think  of  the  Captain  who  gave  thee  the  tielm. 
And  follow  the  pilot  that  steer'd  for  reform. 

T.  Douhleday 
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Newcastle  Songster 


Lu key's  Dream, 

Tnwe—'' Caller  Fair r 

npHE  Other  neet  aw  went  to  bed. 

Being  weary  wi'  maw  wark,  man  ; 
Aw  dreamt  that  Billy  Scott  was  deed — 

It's  curious  to  remark,  man. 
Aw  thought  aw  faw  his  buryin'  fair^ 

And  knew  the  company  aw,  man, 
For  a'  poor  Billyhs  friends  were  there^ 

Ti  fee  him  levelled  law,  man. 

Blind  Willie  flowly  led  the  band. 

As  beagle,  on  the  way,  man ; 
A  llafF  he  carried  in  his  hand, 

And  fhook  his  head  fe  grey,  man ; 
At  his  reet  hand  was  Buggy  Jack, 

With  his  hat  brim  fe  broad,  man ; 
And  on  his  left  was  Bill  the  Black, 

Ti  lead  him  on  his  road,  man. 

Big  Bob,  X,  Y,  and  other  two. 
That  leeves  upon  the  deed,  man. 

They  bore  his  corpse  before  the  crew, 
Expecting  to  be  fee'd,  man. 

His  nyemfyek,  Euphy  Scott  was  there, 
Her  bonny  Geordy,  tee,  man  i 
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Diftrefs'd,  they  cried,  this  hsppy  pair, 
Ne  mair  we  will  him  fee,  man. 

Bold  Jocker  wis  amang  them,  tee. 

Brave  Cuckoo  Jack  and  a*,  man  ; 
Amd  Hairy  l  om,  t  he  keelman's  fon. 

And  boooy  Dolly  Raw,  man } 
And  Bella  Roy  and..Tatie  Bet, 

They  cried  till  out  o'  breath,  man  ; 
For  fair  thele  tm^df  )me  did  regret 

For  canny  Billy's  death,  man. 

But  Hangy  fuickt  above  them  a'. 

He  !s  ie  Ima'  and  lang,  man, 
And  Bobby  Knox,  the  Dog-bank  Ox, 

Was  (obbm*  i'  the  thrang,  man  ; 
And  Coiner,  wi'  his  fwill  and  ftiull. 

Was  fqueakio'  iike  a  bairn,  man. 
And  knac-knee'd  Mat,  that  drucken  fyul. 

Like  a  monkey  he  did  gairn^  man* 

Tally-i-o,  that  dirty  wretch, 

Was  then  the  next  I  faw,  man  : 
Aod  Peggy  Powell,  Step-and-fetch, 

Was  haddin'  up  her  jaw,  man  : 
Afid  frae  the  Cloie  was  Bobby  Hufti, 

Wi*  his  greet  gob  fe  wide,  man, 
Abfig  wi*  him  was  Pufh5  Peg,  Pufli, 

Lamentin'  by  his  fide,  man. 


And  roguifh  Ralph,  and  bufy  Bruce, 
That  leeves  upon  their  prey,  man, 
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Did  not  negjlect,  but  did  ^toltSi 
Their  friends  upon  the  way,  mari : 

And  Jimaiy  Liddle,  dreft  in  black, 
Behiat  them  a'  did  droop,  man  j 

He  had  a  coat  on  like  the  quack» 
That  feeds  us  a'  wi*  foiip>  man* 

Noo,  when  they  got  him  tiv  his  grave^ 

He  then  began  to  Ihoot,  man  j 
For  Billy  bein*  but  in  a  trance, 

Bi  this  time  cam  ab<^ut,  man  : 
Then  Jocker,  wi*  a  fiody  ftyen,, 

The  coffin  fpiit  ss  V  fpeed,  irrao— 
They  a*  rej^nc' d  to  fee  agyeo, 

Poor  Bill  they  thoughi  was  deedj  nun. 

When  a*  his  frinds  that  rourid  him  ftood. 

Had  geitin'  him  put  leei,  man, 
They  a*  w^nt  tiv  the  Robm  lloodj  • 

To  fpend  a  |oviai  oeer,  inaD  ; 
Ne  mair  for  Billy  they  did  weep. 

But  huppy  they  did  feem,  man 
Juft  then  aw  waken'd  fra  my  fieep, 

And  fand  it  was  a  dream,  nvm. 


Jocker. 

Tune--^*  O,  gm  I  had  her:' 

111  AE  ye  feen  my  Jocker, 

Hae  ye  feen  my  Jocktr, 
Ilae  ye  feen  my  Jocker, 
Cumin'  up  the  Quay  ? 
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Wiv  his  fhort  blue  jacket,  ' 
Wiv  his  fliort  blue  jicket, 
Wiv  his  fhort  blue  jacket, 
And  his  hat  agee. 

I^Spoken.^  Jin. — A  1  Jyucka,  noo_,  at  clarty  Nan.  ; 
there  ! — whats  she  singin*  at  ?  ' 

Natu — What  is  aw  singm'  at !    What's  that  ti  ye  i 
Wliat  is  aw  singin*  at!     Ah,  wey,  nool— hevaw  t  ^ 
give  ower  singin'  for  ye  ?    Ah !  wey,  iioo  \  there's  s  < 
platter-fyeced  hunter  for  ye  ! — there's  a  smother-bain  « 

 .  1  there*s  a  pink  amang  the  pissy-beds !  Ah 

wey,  noo  i    ^  Ye*d  mai? 

need  gan  hyem,  and  get  the  dust  wesht  off  ye.  All 
wey,  noo — what's  that  I  ^ 

O,  maw  hinny,  Jocker, 
O,  maw  hiney,  Jocker^ 
O,  maw  hinny,  Jocker — 

Jocker's  the  lad  for  me  ! 
Jocker  was  a  keelman, 
Jocker  was  a  keelman, 
Jocker  was  a  keelman, 

When  he  followM  me* 

j^Spoken.]]    But  he's  exalted  now — bliss  ki»i 
aye  ! — hi' 

He's  a  porter-pokeman> 
He's  a  poiter-pokeman, 
He*s  a  porter-pokeman,  Ju 
Workin'  on  the  Kee. 


'  [;Spaken.;]    Nan, — Assa,  Jin— hae  ye  seen  owt  - 
wor  Jocker  doon  the  Kee^  th8re  ?  Iii 
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Jin. — x\ye^  avr  saw  him  and  Hairy  Tom  just  gan 
into  the  Low  Crane,  there. 

Na?i, — The  Low  Crane,  ye  clarty  fa' — whe  are  ye 
inyekin*  jor  gam  on  ! 

Jin, — Noo,  call  m,e  a  clarty  fa',  and  aw'll  plaister  yor 
gob  wi'  darts.  Ah,  wey,  noo !  whe  are  ye  callin'  a 
clarty  fa  ? 

Nan, — A  !  bliss  us  a*,  Jin,  what  are  ye  gettin*  inti\^ 
a  rage  about  ?  Wey,  didn't  ye  ax  me  if  aw'd  seen  owt 
©*  Jocker  doon  the  Key,  there,  and  aw  teid  ye  the  truth, 
aud  ye  wadn't  believe  me. 

Nan. — Wey,  is  he  there  ? 

Jin, — Ti  be  sure  he  is. 

Nan — Wey,  aw'll  sit  down  here  rill  he  Gomes  out- 
then — • 

O,  maw  hinny  Jocker,  he. 

i  I 

Jocker  was  a  rover, 
Jocker  was  a  rover, 
Jocker  was  a  rover. 

When  he  courted  me  : 
But,  noo,  his  tricks  are  over, 

!But,  noo,  his  iricks  are  over. 
But,  noo,  his  tricks  are  over, 
He  tykes  me  on  his  knee. 

I  [^Spoken.]]  Nan, — A  !  here  he's  comin' ;  liere's 
maw  jewel  comin' ; — come  into  my  airms,  maw  trade 
Sumplin',  and  give  is  a  kiss!  Where  hac  ye  been  ? 
law  been  luikin'  for  ye  all  ower  ? 

Jocker, — Where  hev  aw  been !— awVe  been  walkin' 
and  doon  the  Key  here.    Where  hae  yc  been  ? — aw 
|thii\k  ye've  been  i*  the  Sun. 
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Nan.»*^W€y,  maw  jewel,  awVe  just  been  i'  the  Cu^ 
tom-hoiise,  gettin*  a  glas«:,  and  awVe  com'd  down  thi 
Key  to  seek  ye,  to  gaun  hyem  tegither.  Assa,  Jocker 
divent  lie  se  far  off  is,  as  ye  did  last  neet,  for  when  avi 
waken*d,  aw  was  a'  starving  o*  caiid. 

O  wzw  hinny  Jocker,  &cc. 


The  Corn  Market. 

A  LAMENT, 


Tune — "  Tke  Bold  Dragoon.''^ 


HliNNEY  Grainier,  haud  thy  hand,  thouMl  turn' us  upfeide 

faith  aw'li  srnd  for  Mr.  Bs  an^l^  to  claw  thy  curl^y  croon  \ 
Ihh"  what  shoij's  myed  tiie  Major's  dean,  wor  theuks  are  due,  and 

thou  shall  ha'ethem ; 
But  noo  the  hiw  toon  folk  complain  thou  wants  ti  tyek  their  Egypt 

fra  them.  Whack,  row  de  dow,  &c. 

Mmi  fi>!k  like  the  better  half,  but  thou  wad  swalley  all, 
Pyor-hows^  or  Jail  nsay  tyek  the  rest,  gie  thou  bus  Elswick  Hall. 
Wor  cooticiPs  ciiver  there's  ne  doot,  but  they'll  fiud  out,  tho'  rather 
la  e  oi»,                                                         [C — — n. 
Hoo  cool  the  deevil  walks  about,  in  the  smooth  s-hape  of  J  y 

^niou*s  ojetten  aw  the  butcher-meat,  the  taties,  tripe,  and  i^reens  ) 
And  not  content  with  this,  thou  wants  ti  tyek  woj  corn,  itsecma ; 
Fur  Mosley  Sireet  an'  Mercy's  sake,  sic  wicked  ibowts  at  once 
abandon, 

Or  else  wor  canny  awd  law  toon  it  winna  hev  a  leg  to  stand  on. 

llie  Wheel  iv  Fortune  will  stand  still,  the  bees  forsyek  the  hive, 
Tber'il  be  ne  wark  for  Pinion's  iMiH,  the  AVhite  Horse  wuiaa  drive, 

Poor  Mrs.  p  ^h  and  Temperance  H       i  ne  mair  need  reconii 

ni8ifd  tbt  ir  diet,  ' 
^rhe  farmers  will  forget  to  call — JJeli'.s  Kitchen's  verysel  turn  quicf 

The  Chronicle  may  doze  jnpea.ce,  Lord  Grainger  says,  Sleep  o%*^ 
Th«  bug^s  may  tyek  anotlitr  leai>t,  their  ra^e  i*  not  yet  run  j  ; 
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Awd  Nkho)  still  may  faiily  say,  fra  HeppelPs  op  ti  Bumble's 
house  esjd. 

He  feeds  a  lively  host  each  day,  aw'll  say  at  least  a  hundred 
thousand. 

The  White  Swan  seim  'il  bea^rund,  the  Black  Boy  turn  quite  pak, 
The  Black  Bull  wi'  the  blow  Ue  stun  i'd,  the  Lion  han;?  his  tail, 

Tom  H  n%  Cock  "'iil  ciaw  ne  mair,  the  awd  Blue  Bell  be  damb 

fov  ever, 

An'  just  to  myek  the Keeside  stare,  thouM  better  send  doon  for 
ihe  river.  Whack,  row  de  dow,  &c. 

Drucken  Bella  Roy,  O ! 

Tune — Duncan  M'Callaghan.^* 

WHEN  Bella's  coinin*  hyem  at  neet, 
And  as  (lie's  walking  doon  the  ftreet. 
The  bairns  cnes  our.  Whe  pawn'd  the  flxeet, 
Wey  drucken  Bella  Roy,  O! 

Then  fteyns  to  them  gans  rattlin%  rattHn% 

They  fet  off  a  gallopin',  gi!lopia% 
Legs  an'  arms  gans  willopm*,  wallopIn% 
For  fear  o'  Bella  Roy,  O! 

Now  when  &e  gans  through  the  chares. 
The  bairns  begins,  and  (hours  and  blairs. 
And  cries,  as  (he  gans  up  the  ftairs, 
Where's  drucken  Bella  Roy,  O ! 
Ihen  fteyns,  &c. 

Now  if  (he's  had  a  fup  o*  beer. 
She  fets  ti  wark  ti  curfe  and  Iwear ; 
And  myeks  them  run  away  for  fear, 
Fra  Drucken  Bella  Roy,  O ! 
Then  lleyns,  &c. 
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Believe  me,  frinds,  thefe  are  her  words- 
She  fays,  Get  hyem,  ye  w — —'s  birds, 
Elfe  awl  bray  ye  as  flat  as  t— — s. 
Cries  Drucken  Bella  Roy,  O  ! 
Then  fteyns,  &c. 

She  fays,  ye  have  a  w  e  at  hyem, 

And  if  ye'U  not  let  me  alyen, 
Maw  faith,  aw'll  break  your  rumple  byen, 
Says  drucken  Bella  Roy,  O  ! 
Then  fteyns,  &c. 

She  11  myek  the  place  like  thunner  ring, 
And  down  the  flairs  her  things  will  flihg, 
And  cry,  Get  out,  yor  —  thing, 
Cries  drucken  Bella  Roy,  O  ! 
Then  fteyns,  &Ct 

Then  in  the  houfe  flie  fits  and  chats, 
The  bairns  then  hits  her  door  fuch  bats. 
She  calls  them  a*  the  hellifti  cats, 
Dis  drucken  Bella  Roy,  O ! 
Then  fteyns,  &c. 

She  (houts  until  Ihe  hurts  her  head^ 
And  then  flie's  forc'd  to  gan  ti  bed, 
Which  is  a  piece  of  ftravi  down  fpread 
For  drucken  Bella  Roy,  O  ! 

Fal,  lai,  lal,  &c. 
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The  Bonny  Clock  Fyece. 

Tune—*-  Coal  Hole:' 


DICK,  what's  kept  ye  a'  this  time, 
AwVe  fretted  fair  about  ye ; 


Aw  thought  that  ye'd  fa'si  in  the  TyEie, 
Then  what  wad  aw  duen  without  ye* 

O,  hinny,  Dolly,  fit  thee  down, 

And  hear  the  news  awVe  brought  fra  toois, 

The  Newcaffel  folks  hes  catch^d  a  meun, 
And  myed  it  a  bonny  clock-fyece. 

Thou  knaws  St.  Nicholas*  church,  maw  pet, 

Where  we  were  tied  tigither — 
That  place,  aw  knaw,  thou'll  not  forget, 

Forget  it  aw  will  never. 
'Twas  there,  then  jewel,  aw  faw  the  feet, 
As  aw  cam  ftaggering  through  the  ftreet, 
Aw  thought  it  queer,  at  pick  dark  neet, 
Ti  fee  a  fiery  clock-fyece. 

The  folks  they  fto€)d  in  flocks  about— 
Aw  cried,  how  !  what's  the  matter  j 

Aw  glower'd— at  laft  aw  gav  a  (hout, 
For  them  to  fetch  {ome  water. 

The  church  is  afire,  and  very  fueu;, 

That  bonny  place  will  be  brunt  down  ; 

Ye  fyul,  fays  a  chep,  its  a  bonny  meun 
They've  catch'd,  and  myed  it  a  clock-fyecc. 

On  Monday,  when  aw  gan  to  wark,  V 
Aw'U  fhurely  tell  our  banksman. 
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If  we  had  fuch  a  leet  at  dark. 

We  never  wad  break  our  (hanks,  roan. 
Maw  marrows  and  aw'll  gan  to  the  toon, 
Ti  fee  if  we  can  catch  a  muen — 
If  we  can  only  coax  one  doon, 

We*ll  myekt  a  bonnyclock-fyece. 

Then  if  we  get  it  doon  the  pit, 
We'll  hed  ftuck  on  a  pole,  man  ; 

'Twill  tell  us  hoo  wor  time  gans  on, 
Likewife  to  hew  wor  coal,  man, 
*  So  noo,  maw  pet,  let's  gan  ti  bed, 

And  not  forget  the  neet  we  wor  wed, 

Ti-morn  we'll  tell  wor  uncle;  ^  ed, 
About  the  bonny  clock-fyece. 

Wreckington  Hiring. 

OH,  lads  and  laffes,  hither  come 
To  Wreckington,  to  fee  the  fun. 
An*  mind  ye  bring  yor  Sunday  flioon. 

There'll  be  rare  wark  wi'  dancing,  0» 
An*  laffes  now,  without  a  brag, 
Bring  pockets  like  a  fiddle-bag, 
Ye'ilget  them  cramm'd  wi'  niony  a  whag 
Of  pepper- kyek  an*  fcranchim,  O. 

An*  Befs  pMt  on  that  bonny  gown. 
Thy  mother  bought  thee  at  the  town  ; 
That  ftraw^hat  wi'  the  ribbons  brown, 
Ihey'U  a'  be  bufs'd  that's  coming,  Or^ 
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Put  that  red  ribbon  round  thy  waift, 
it  myeks  thou  luik  fae  full  o*  grace, 
Then  up  the  lonnen  come  in  hade, 
They^ll  think  thou's  com'd  fraeLunnen,  O. 

Ned  put  on  his  Sunday's  coat, 
His  hat  and  breethes  coft  a  note, 
With  a  new  ftiff  ner  round  his  throat, 

He  luik't  the  very  dandjr,  O : 
He  thought  that  he  was  gaun  to  choke. 
For  he*d  to  gyep  before  he  fpoke  : 
He  met  Befs  at  the  Royal  Oak, 

They  had  baith  yell  and  brandy,  O. 

Each  lad  was  there  wi'  his  fweetheart, 

And  a' was  ready  for  a  ftart. 

When  in  com  jack  wi*  Fanny  Smart, 

An'  brought  a  merry  fcraper,  O  : 
Then  Ned  jumpt  up  upon  his  feet  j 
An*  on  the  table  myed  a  ltet ; 
Then  boanc'd  the  fiddler  upa  heet, 

Sayin',  *  Play  an'We  will  caper,  O* 

Now  Ned  anV  Befs  led  oiQF  the  ball, 

*  Play  SmaGi  the  windows/  he  did  call, 

^  Keep  in  your  feet.'  fays  Uitchy  Mall, 

*  Learn'd  dancers  hae  fie  prancing,  O 
Now  Ned  was  nowther  laith  nor  lyem, 
And' faith  he  had  baifh  bouk  an'  byen, 
Ye  wad  thought  his  feet  was  myed  o'  ftyen. 

He  gav  fic  thuds  wi'  dancing,  O. 


Now  Jackey  Fanny's  hand  did  feize, 
Cry'd,  Fiddler,  tune  your  ftrings  to  pleafe, 
Play,     Kifs  her  weel  amang  the  treeis," 

She  is  rny  darlin',  blifs  her,  O  ! 
Then  off  they  fet,  wi*  fic  a  fmack, 
1  hey  myed  the  joifts  a'  bend  an'  crack  : 
When  duin  he  tuik  her  round  the  neck, 

An'  faith  he  didn't  mLfe  her,  O. 

The  fiddler's  elbow  wagg'd  a'  neet, 
He  thought  he  wad  dropp'd  off  his  feet, 
For  de*il  a  bit  they  let  him  eat,  ' 

They  were  fo  keen  o*  dancing,  O. 
Some  had  to  ftrip  their  coats  for  heet, 
An'  fharts  a^'  ftiifts  were  wet  wi*  fwfeet ! 
They  crammM  their  guts,  for  want  o*  meat 

Wi'  ginger-bread  and  fcranfliijii,  O. 

Now  cocks  hadcrawn  an  hour  or  more. 
An'  owre  the  yell-pot  fome  did  fnorej  I 
But  how  they  luikt  to  hear  the  roar 

Of  Mat,  the  King-pit  caller,  O ! 
"  Smafli  him  !'  fays  Ned,  "  hemun  be  rang 
He's  calHn'  through  his  fleep,  aw's  war'n  ' 
Then  flioutin',  to  the  door  he  ran —  , 
Thou's  afleep,  thou  roufty  bawler,  O  T 

Now  they  danc'd  agyen  till  it  was  day, 
And  then  went  hyem — but,  by  the  way, 
Some  of  them  had  rare  fun,  they  fay. 
And  fand  it  nine  months  after,  O  :  I 
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Such  tricks  are  playM  by  heedlefs  youth — 
And  tho'  they're  common,  north  an'  fouth, 
That's  ne  excufe  for  breach  of  truth. 
Nor  food  for  wit  and  laughter,  O, 

3uen  Wreckington  will  bear  the  fway, 
Two  Members  they'll  put  in,  they  fay, 
irhen  wor  taxes  will  be  duen  away, 

An'  we'll  aw  ling  now  or  never,  O: 
Backey  an'  tea  will  be  fe  cheap, 
Wives  will  fit  up  when  they  fud  fleep, 
And  we'll  float  in  yell  at  wor  Pay-week, 

Then  Wreckington  for  ever,  O ! 

The  Music  Hall. 

"r\LD  bards  have  sung  how  they  could  boasl 
^    Of  places  that's  renown'd, 
For  bloody  battles  won  and  lost, 

And  royal  monarchs  crown'd  ; 
But  all  those  deeds,  this  place  exceeds, 
!   They  in  the  shade  must  fall, 
jSome  have  declai  'd,  if  but  compared 

To  our  fam'd  Music  Hall. 

iHere  zealots  join  in  warm  debate, 

i   And  for  their  rites  contend, 

[Here  Lark-wing*  spouts  on  church  and  state, 

I '  His  popery  to  defend, 

W^ith  bigot  zeal,  his  country's  weal 

He  vows  to  have  at  hean, 
ilTet  'tis  well  known,  throughout  the  towB, 

He  plays  a  knavish  pai  t. 

Sow  from  llibernia's  fertile  shore, 
The  thund'ring  champion  comes, 
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counti^'d  Wrmijs^fiir  to  deplore, 
WiH)  truiiipefs,  Fife,  and  drums; 

He  tells  t\  em,  foo,  he  is  most  true, 
1  lieir  firm,  sinshakeii  friend. 

While  life  shnll  last,  oe  will  stand  fast, 
And  all  their  rio  his  defend 

Then  cham  pions  of  another  grade — 

1  mean  of  fistic  lore — 
Deaf  Burk,  the  bouncing  gasconade 

Struts  o'er  the  spacious  floor, 
Wlio,  with  great  art,  performs  bis  part. 

In  teaching  self-defence; 
Yet  plain  1  saw  he  meant  to  draw 

Fools'  shillings,  pounds,  and  pence. 

Next  comes  a  man  of  fangles  new, 

Of  worlds,  and  moons,  and  stars, 
Who<jaid,  Sir  Isaac  never  knew 

The  Pleades  from  Mars: 
The  folks  throng'd  round  from  all  the  town, 

And  some  pronounc'd  him  clever, 
Yet  I've  been  told,  both  young  and  old, 

Return'd  as  wise  as  ever. 

Apollo,  too,  his  court  Ijere  keeps, 

With  sirens  in  his  train, 
Each  trembling  note  of  luusic  sweeps 

Transport  through  tvery  vein, 
When  Orpheus  plny'd  within  the  shade. 

He  made  the  woods  resound. 
The  IsstcEiijig  beast  forsook  the  mead, 

And  stood  like  statues  lound. 

A  graver  scene  my  muse  has  caught, 

Where  sages  in  a  row. 
Men,  by  the  Holy  Spirit  taught 

The  gospel  truths  t'  avow  : 
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Those  who  have  (ro'l,  to  serve  their  God, 

The  shores  o^'  foreign  IruMl, 
At  his  roHiMvand,  no\^^  boldly  staiul 

T'  implore  a  helping  hand. 

And  not  un frequent,  as  we  stray 

This  vvoi»<rr()us  \}\<\ve  to  see^ 
We  find  It  fiird  with  ladies  gay, 

To  fake  }i  C!ip  of  tea  ; 
And  m  \y\y  a  gent,  who  is  conteut 

Willi  surh  donaestic  fare, 
Have  offeri  sar  in  social  chat, 

And  join'd  in  many  a  prayer. 

Of  many  more  there  is  one  class, 

Which  merits  sotne  aUention, 
Not  Bacchanalians,  alas  1 

For  vsuch  I  woid'l  not  mention— 
But  men  of  brain?^,-the  sioeli  ofgrains 

Would  strike  with  delectation, 
Who'd  keep  us  dry,  and  thus  decry 

Ail  liquors  in  the  nation. 

Nay,  come  what  will  of  good  or  ill, 

Just  only  make  a  trial. 
If  you  the  owner's  pockets  fiil. 

You'll  meet  with  no  denial  ; 
And  men,  I  hear,  from  far  and  near, 

Have  given  attest^ition, 
So  strong  a  place  they  cannot  trace 

In  aiiy  other  naiion. 


The  Skippers  Wedding. 

NEIGHBOURS,  rm  come  for  to  tell 
Our  Skipper  and  Mali*s  to  be  wed 
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And  if  it  be  true  what  they're  faying. 

Egad,  we'll  be  all  rarely  fed  ! 
They've  brought  home  a  flioulder  of  mutton, 

Be  fides  two  fine  thumping  fat  geefe. 
And  when  at  the  fire  they're  roafting, 

We*re  all  to  have  fops  in  the  greafe. 

Blind  Willy's  to  play  on  the  fiddle. 

And  there  will  be  pies  and  (pice  dumplings, 

And  there  will  be  bacon  and  peas  : 
Befides  a  great  lump  of  beef  boiled, 

And  they  may  get  crowdies  who  pleafe. 
To  eat  of  fuch  good  things  as  thefe  are, 

Tm  fure  you've  but  feldom  the  luck  ; 
Befides,  for  to  make  us  fome  pottage. 

There'll  be  a  (heep's  head  and  a  pluck. 

Blind  Willy's  to  play  on  the  fiddle. 

Of  faufages  there  will  be  plenty. 

Black  puddings,  flieep  fat,  and  neats'  tripes; 
Befides,  for  to  warm  all  our  nofes, 

Great  ftore  of  tobacco  and  pipes  : 
A  room,  they  fay,  there  is  provided 
For  us,  at  the  Old  Jacob's  Well ; 
The  bridegroom  he  went  there  this  morning, 
And  fpoke  for  a  barrel  o'  yell.  . 
Blind  Willy's  to  play  on  the  fiddle. 

Why  there  will  be  Peter  the  hangman. 
Who  flogs  the  folks  at  the  cart-tail  j 

And  Bob  with  his  new  fark  and  ruffle, 
Made  out  of  an  old  keeUfail  I 
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And  Tib  on  the  Quay,  who  fells  oyfters, 
Whofe  mother  oft  ftrove  to  perluade 

Her  to  keep  from  the  lads,  but  (he  wouldn't, 
Until  (he  got  by  them  betray 'd- 

Biind  Willy's  to  play  on  the  fiddle. 

And  there  will  be  Sandy  the  cobbler^ 

Who's  belly's  as  round  as  a  keg  ; 
And  Doll,  with  her  (hort  petticoats. 

To  difplay  her  white  ftockings  and  legs : 
And  Sail,  who  when  fnug  in  a  corner, 

A  fixpence,  they  fay,  won't  refufe  ; 
She  curs'd  when  her  father  was  drown'd, 

Becaufe  he  had  on  his  new  Ihoes. 

Blind  Willy's  to  play  on  the  fiddle. 

And  there  will  be  Sam  the  quack  dodor, 

Of  (kill  and  proftfsion  he'll  crack  ; 
A»d  Jack,  who  would  fain  be  a  foldier, 

But  for  a  great  hump  on  his  back  : 
And  Tom  in  the  ftreets,  for  his  living. 

Who  grinds  razors,  fciffors,  and  knives  ; 
And  two  or  three  merry  old  women, 

That  call  "  Mugs  and  doublers,  wives!" 
Blind  Willy's  to  play  on  the  fiddle. 

But  neighbours,  I'd  almoft  forgot, 

For  to  tell  ye — exadly  at  one 
The  dinner  will  be  on  the  table, 

And  mufic  will  play  till  it's  done  : 
When  you'll  be  all  heartily  welcome, 
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Of  this  merry  feaft  for  to  (hare  : 
But  if  you  won't  come  at  this  bidding, 
Why  then — you  may  ftay  where  you  are 
Blind  Wiiiy's  to  play  on  the  fiddle 

Newcastle  Fair, 

HA'  ye  been  at  NewcAftle  Fair, 
And  did  ye  fee  oufe  o*  great  S  mdy 
Lord  bllfs  us  !  what  wark  there  was  there  ; 

And  the  folks  were  drinking  of  brandy. 
Brandy  a  Ihilling  a  glafs! 

Aw  ftar'd,  and  thought  it  was  ftiameful ; 
Never  mind,  fays  aw,  canny  lafs, 

Give  us  yeli,  and  aw'U  drink  my  wame  full 
Ruin  te  idily,  &c. 

Says  fhe,  Canny  man,  the  yelPs  cawd  ; 

It  comes  frev  a  rnan  they  caw  Mackey, 
And  by  my  faith  it's  byeth  four  and  awd  ; 

Ye'd  beti  have  a  drop  oVwor  jackey. 
Your  j ackey  !  fays  aw— now  what's  that  ? 

Aw  ne'er  heard  the  neame  o*  fic  liquor, 
Englifli  gin,  canny  man,  that's  flat — 

And  then  (he  fet  up  a  great  nicker. 
Rum  te  idily,  kc. 

Says  aw,  Divent  iaugh  at  poor  folks. 

But  gang  and  bring  fome  o'  yur  j  ackey  J 

Aw  want  neaneo'  yur  jibes  or  jokes  : 
r  the  mean  timeaw'li  tyrk  a  bit  backy.  ,. 

I  juft  tuke  a  chow  o*  pig-tail, 

She  brought  in  this  Jackey  fe  funny  c  ^™ 
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Jays  (he,  Sir,  that's  better  than  ale, 
And  held  out  her  hind  for  the  money. 
Rum  te  idily,  &;c. 

rh  ?re's  threepence  to  pay,  if  you  pleafe  : 
aw  ftar'd  an*  aw  gyep'd  like  a  ninny  : 
)d  fmafli  thee  !  awUl  fit  at  maw  eafe. 

An*  not  (tir  till  aw've  fpent  a  half  guinea. 
\w  fat  an'  aw  drank  till  quite  blind. 

Then  aw  gat  up  to  gang  to  the  door, 
Jut  deil  fm  ^fh  a  door  could  aw  find, 
An'  fdl  flat  o'  maw  fyefs  on  the  floor. 
Rum  te  idily,  &c. 

There  aw  lay  for  ever  fe  lang. 

1  And  dreamt  about  rivers  and  ditches ; 

?yhen  waken'd  was  iinging  this  fang^^ — 

'  Sma(h  !  Jackey  thou*s  wet  a'my  breechet,* 

in'  faith!  but  the  fang  it  was  true. 

For  Jackey  had  been  fe  prevailing, 
le'd  whiflled  himleit  quickly  through. 
And  the  chairs  and  tables  were  failiog, 
Rum  te  idily,  &c. 

hen  rifing,  aw  went  maw  ways  hyem, 
Aw  knock'd  at  the  door,  and  cry'd  Jenny  ! 
ays  flie,  Canny  man,  is'te  lyem, 
Or  been  wading  in  Tyne,  maw  hinny  ? 
troth,  fhe  was  like  tor  to  dee. 
An'  jutt  by  the  way  to  relieve  her — 
'he  water's  been  wading  through  me. 
An'  this  lackey's  a  gay  deceiver. 

Rum  te  idily,  6cc. 


If  e'er  aw  drink  Jackey  again, 

May  the  bitch  of  a  lafs,  maw  advifer, 

Lowp  alive  down  maw  throat,  with  a  fteyn, 
As  big  as  a  pulverifer. 

Rum  te  idily,  &c. 

The  Jenny  Hoolet ; 

O,  Lizzie  Mudie^s  Ghost. 

J^UM  time  since  a  skipj)er  was  gawn  ir  his  keel. 
His  heart  like  a  lion,  his  fyece  like  the  deil : 
He  was  steering  his-sel,  as  he'd  oft  duin  before, 
Whea  at  au'd  Lizzie  Mudie's  his  keel  ran  ashore, 

Fal  de  ral  la,  &c. 
The  skipper  was  vext  when  his  keel  gat  ashore. 
So  for  Geordy  and  Pee  Dee  he  loudly  did  roar : 
They  lower'd  the  sail — but  it  a*  waddent  dee; 
Sae  he  click'd  up  a  coal,  and  maist  fell'd  the  Pee  Dee. 

In  the  midst  of  their  trouble,  not  knawn  what  to  do, 
A  voice  from  the  shore  gravely  cried  out,  Hoo !  Hoo  !i 
How  now,  ^  Mister  Hoo  Hob  !  is  thou  myekin  fiin. 
Or  is  this  the  first  keel  that  thou  e'er  saw  agrun  ?* 

Agyen  it  cried  '  Hoo  !  Hoo  !*  the  skipper  he  stampt^ 
And  sung  out  for  Geordy  to  heave  out  the  plank :  * 
Iv  a  raving  mad  passion  he  curs'd  and  he  swore, 

•  Aw'll  Hoo-hoo  thou,  thou  b — r,  when  aw  cum  ashore 

Wiv  a  coal  in  each  hand,  ashore  then  he  went,  » 
To  kill  Mister  Hoo-hoo  it  was  his  intent :  ' 
But  when  he  gat  there,  O  what  his  surprize ! 
When  back  he  cam  running-—.*  O  Geordy  !  he  cries, 

^  Wey,  whe  dis  thou  think  has  l>een  myekin  this  gam  ? 
Aw'll  lay  thou  my  wallet  thou'll  not  guess  his  nyein  ? 

*  It's  the  Ghost  of  au'd  Lizzie  V — '  O  no,  no,  thou  fodC* 
I  s  i\ae  ghost  ftt  all,  biit— an  aa'd  Jenny  Hoolet !' 


Billy  Oliver's  Ramble 

BETWEEN BENWELL^  NEWCASTLE. 

MY  nyem  it's  Billy  Oliver, 
Iv  Benwell  town  aw  dwell} 
An*  aw's  a  cliver  chep,  aw's ihure, 

Tho'  aw  de  fay 't  myfer. 
Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw,  am  aw,  am  aw. 
Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw. 

There's  not  a  lad  iv  a'  wur  wark, 

Can  put  or  hew  wi'  me  ; 
Nor  not  a  lad  iv  Benwell  toon, 

Can  coax  the  laffes  fee. 

Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw* 

When  aw  gans  tiv  NewcalTel  toon, 
K)!    Aw  myeks  myfel'  fae  fine  } 
Wxxv  neybors  ftand  and  ftare  at  me. 
An'  fay,  *  Eh !  what  a  fhine  !' 

Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw. 

J^.n'  then  aw  walks  wi'  fic  an  air. 
That,  if  the  folks  hev  eyes, 
rhey  a'wis  think  it's  fum  great  man, 
1  That's  cum  in  i'  difguife. 

Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw* 


\iC  when  aw  gans  down  Weftgate-ftreet, 
An'  alang  biv  Denton-chare, 


Aw  whuflels  a'  the  ways  aw  gans, 
lb  myek  the  people  ftare. 

Sic  an  a  diver  chep  am  aw. 

An'  then  aw  gans  intiv  the  Cock, 

Ca's  for  a  pint  /)'  beer ; 
An*  when  the  hffes  cums  in  wid. 

Aw  a'wis  fays.  Maw  dear  ! 

Sic  ail  a  cliver  chep  am  aw. 

An*  when  aw  gets  a  pint  o'  beer, 

Aw  a'wis  lings  a  fang; 
For  awVe  a  nice  yen  aw  can  fing, 

Six  an*  thorty  vairfes  iang. 

Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw. 

An*  if  the  folks  that's  i'  the  houfe, 
Cry,  *  Hand  yor  tongue,  ye  cull  !* 

Aw*s  fure  to  hev  a  fight  wi*  them. 
For  aw'i  as  ftrang  as  ony  bull. 

Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw. 

An*  when  awVe  had  a  fight  or  twee, 

An^  fairly  ufelefs  grown  j 
Aw  back,  as  drunk  as  aw  can  be. 

To  canjpy  Benwell  town.  ; 

Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw. 
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Newcastle  Songst 


The  New  Keel  Row. 

HE'S  like  my  Johnny, 
Sae  leifti.  he  blithe,  fae  bonny 
He's  foremoft  'mang  the  mony 
Keel  lads  o'  Coaly Tyne  5 
He'll  fet  or  row  fae  tightly 
Or  in  the  dance  fae  fprightly, 
He'll  cut  and  fhuffle  fightly, 

'  ris  true— were  he  not  oiine. 

Weel  may  the  keel  row, 
The  keel  row,  the  keel  row, 
Weel  may  the  keel  row 
That  my  laddie's  in  : 
1^         He  wears  a  blue  bonnet, 
i        A  bonnet,  a  bonnet, 

He  wears  a  Wue  bonnet^ 
A  dimple  in  his  chin. 

He's  ne  mair  o*  learning. 
That  tells  his  weekly  earning. 
Yet  reet  frae  wrang  difcerning. 

ThoVbrave,  ne  bruifer  he  j 
Tho'  he  no  worth  a  plack  is. 
His  awn  coat  on  his  back  is, 
And  nane  can  fay  that  black  Is 

The  white  o*  J  )hnny's  e'e. 

He  takes  his  quilrt  right  dearly, 
Each  comin'  pay-day  nearly, 
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Then  talks  O,  latin  cheerly, 

Or  mavies  jaws  away  ; 
How  caring  not  a  feather, 
Nelfon  and  he  together. 
The  fpringy  French  did  lether. 

And  gar *d  them  fliab  a%vay. 

We're  a*  kings  comparelji^, 
In  each  I'd  fpy  a  fairly. 
An'  ay  wad  jDhnny  barly, 

He  gets  fic  bonny  bairns  r 
Go  bon,  the  queen,  or  miflesi 
But  wad,  for  Johnny's  kilTes, 
Luik  upon,  as  blifies, 

Scrioip  n[3eab,  caff  beds,  and  dairns* 

Wour  lads,  like  their  deddy. 
To  fight  the  French  are  ready. 
But  gie's  a  peace  that's  fteady, 

And  breed  cheap  as  iangfyne  j 
May  a'  the  prefs-gang  perifli. 
Each  lafs  her  laddie  eherifh  ; 
Lany  may  the  Goal  Trade  flourifli 

Upon  the  dingy  Tyne. 

Breet  Star  o'  Fleaton, 

You're  ay  wour  dailing  fweet-cn  j 

May  heav'ns  bleffiogs  leet  on 

Your  lyady,  bairns,  and  ye ; 
God  blefs  the  King  and  Nation, 
Each  bravely  fill  his  ftation. 
Our  canny  Corporation, 

Lang  nriay  they  fing  wi'  me, 

Weei  may  the  keel  row,  &c. 


Weel  may  the  Keel  row. 


y4  S  I  cam  thro^  Sandgate,  thro'  Sandgaie,  tliro 
Sand  gate. 

As  I  cam  thro'  Sandgate,  I  heard  a  lassie  sing, 
kVeel  may  the  keel  row,  the  keel  i  ow,  the  keel  row, 

Weel  may  the  keel  row,  that  my  laddie's  in. 
He  wears  a  blue  bonnet,  blue  bonnet,  bkie  bonnet. 

He  wears  a  blue  bonnet  a  dimple  in  his  chin  : 
And  weel  may  the  keel  row,  the  keel  row,  the  keel  row^ 

And  weel  may  the  keel  row,  that  my  laddie's  in. 

Bonny  Keel  Laddie. 

jTVrY  bonny  keel  laddie,  ma  canny  keel  laddie^ 
!  My  bonny  keel  laddie  for  me,  O  1 

|He  sits  in  his  keel,  as  black  as  the  deil, 
j    And  he  brings  the  white  mone}''  to  me,  O. 

|Ha'  ye  seen  owt  o'  ma  canny  man. 

An*  are  ye  sure  he's  weel,  O  ? 
He's  gyan  owre  land,  wiv  a  stick  in  his  hand. 

To  help  to  moor  the  keel,  O. 
The  canny  keel  laddie,  the  bonny  keel  laddie. 

The  canny  keel  laddie  for  me  O  ; 
He  sits  in  his  huddock,  and  claws  his  bare  buttock. 

And  brings  the  white  money  to  me,  O. 

Ma  canny  Hinny* 

\^|THERE  best  te  been,  ma  canny  hinny  ? 
^  ^    An'  where  best  te  been,  ma  bonny  bairn  ? 
Aw  was  up  and  down  seekin  for  ma  hinny. 

Aw  was  thro'  the  toon  seeking  for  ma  bairn : 
Aw  went  up  the  Butcher-bank,  and  down  Grundin-chare 
Call'd  at  the  Dun  Cow,  but  aw  cuddent  find  thee  there. 
Where  best  thou  been,  ma  canny  hinny  ? 
Wkere  hest  te  been,  ma  bonny  bairn,  &c. 
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Then  aw  went  t*  th'  Cassel  Garth^  end  cawd  on  Johnnj 
Fife,  1 

The  beer-drawer  tell'd  me — she  ne'er  saw  thee  in  he 
life.  Where  hast  te  been^  &c. 

Then  aw  went  into  the  three  Bulls'  Heads,  and  dowi 

the  Lang  Stairs, 
And  a*  the  way  akng  the  Close,  as  far  as  Mr.  Mayor's, 
Where  best  te  been,  &c.  i 

Fra  there  aw  went  alang  the  brig,  and  up  to  Jackson^ 
Chare, 

Then  back  again  to  the  Cross  Keys,  but  euddent  fim 
thee  there.  Where  hest  te  been,  &c.  I 

Then  coming  out  o'  Pipergate  aw  met  wi'  Wiily  liiQg 
Whe  tell  d  me  that  he  saw  the  stannin  p — ^h — n  oi 
the  Brig»  Where  hast  te  been.  Sec, 

Cummin  alang  the  Brig  again,  aw  met  wi'  Christy  Gee 
He  tell  d  me  that  he  saw  thee  ganning  down  Humes' 
entry.  Where  hest  te  been,  &c. 

W^here  hev  aw  been!  aw  sure  can  tell  ye  that; 
Cummin  up  the  Key,  aw  met  wi'  Peter  Pratt; 
Meeting  Peter  Pratt,  we  met  wi'  Tummy  Wear, 
An*  went  t'  Humes's,  te  get  a  gill  o'  beer.  , 

There's  where  aw've  been,  ma  canny  hinny,  ^! 
There  s  where  aw've  been,  ma  bonny  lambj  i 
Wast  tu  up  an'  down  seeking  for  yur  hinny  ? 
Wast  tu  up  an'  down  seeking  for  yur  lamb  ? 

Then  aw  met  yur  Pen,  and  we  were  like  to  fight; 
And  when  we  cam  to  Sandgate  it  was  pick  night  ; 
Crossin  the  load,  aw  met  wi'  Bobby  Swinny— 
Hing  on  the  girdle,  let's  have  a  singing  hinny. 

Aw  ma  sorrow's  ower,  now  aw've  fund  ma  hinny,  ; 

Aw  maw  sorrow's  ower,  now  aw've  fund  maw  bairn  i' 

Lang  may  aw  shout,  ma  canny  hinny  ! 

Lang  may  aw  shout,  ma  canny  bairn  i 
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The  Little  Pee  Dee. 

'HP*  WAS  between  Hebbroa  and  Jarrow, 

Jl    There  cam  on  a  varry  ft  rang  gale. 
The  Ikipper  luik'^d  out  o*  the  huddock^ 
Crying,  ''Smafti,  man,  lower  the  fiii  ? 
Smafti,  man,  lower  the  fail, 

Or  eife  to  the  bottom  we'll  go 
The  keel  and  a*  hands  wad  been  lott, 
Had  it  not  been  for  Jemmy  Monro. 

Fai  la!,  &c. 

The  gale  blew  ftraoger  an'  ftranger, 

When  they  cam  befide  the  Muck-houfe  ; 

The  Ikipper  cry'd  out—'-  Jemmy,  fwing  her. 
But  ftiil  was  as  fearM  as  a  moufe. 

Pee  Dee  ran  to  clear  the  anchor, 

It's  raffled     right  loudly  he  roar'd 

They  a'  faid  the  gale  wad  fmk  her, 
If  it  wasn't  (eun  thrawn  owerboard. 

The  laddy  ran  fweaten,  ran  fweaten, 

The  laddy  ran  fweaten  about ; 
Till  the  keel  went  bump  agalnft  Jarrow, 

And  three  o'  the  bullies  lap  out, 
Three  o'  the  buliies  lap  out, 
.    And  left  nyen  in  but  little  Pee  Dee  ; 
Who  ran  about  ftaniping  and  crying — 

How  !  fmafti,  fkipper,  what  mun  aw  dee  ? 

They  all  fliouted  out  frae  the  kee. 
Steer  her  clofe  ia  by  the  fhore  : 

And  then  thraw  the  painter  to  me, 
rhou  cat-fyesM  fon  of  a  'hore  ! 


rhe  lad  threw  the  paint^er  alhore, 

rhcy  faften^d  her  up  to  the  kee 
But  whe  knawshow  far  (he  meyt  gane, 

H^d  it  not  been  for  little  Pee  Dse. 
Then  into  the  huddock  they  gat. 

And  the  flesh  they  began  to  fry: 
They  talk'd  o'  th'  gale  as  they  fat, 

How  a*  hands  w$re  lost — varry  nigh. 
The  fkipper  roar'd  out  for  a  drink, 

Pee  Dee  went  to  fetch  hiai  the  can  ; 
But  odfmafh  !  mun  !  what  d'ye  think  ?— 

He  cowp'd  a'  the  flefli  out  o'  the  pan  ! 

Fallal,  &c. 

Tfie  bonny  Gyatsiders. 

^'lOME,  marrows^  we've  happen  d  to  meet  now, 
Sae  our  tliropples  together  we'll  weet  now  ; 
Aw've  myed  a  new  sang, 
And  to  sing  ye*t  aw  lang. 
For  it's  about  the  bonny  Gyatsidert*. 
Of  a'  the  fine  Volunteer  corpses. 
Whether  footmen,  or  ridin'  o*  horses, 

'Tween  the  Tweed  and  the  Tees> 
Deel  ha'e  them  that  sees 
Sic  a  corpse  as  the  bonny  Gyatsiders. 
Whilk  amang  them  cto  mairch,  turn,  an'  wheel  »fte 
Whilk  their  guns  can  wise  OiF  half  sae  weel  sae? 
Nay,  for  myeking  a  crack, 
l^rough  England  aw' 11  back 
The  corpse  of  the  bonny  Gyatsiders. 
When  the  time  for  parading  nigh  hand  grows, 
A'  wesh  theirsels  clean  i'  the  sleek  troughs : 
Fling  off  their  black  duddies. 
Leave  hammers  and  studdies, 
Ai^d  10  drill— run  the  bonny  Gyatsiders^- 


9 


To  Newcassel/ for  three  weeks  up-stamiin. 
On  parmanent  duty  they're  gannin  ; 

And  suin  i'  the  papers, 

We'se  read  a'  t!ie  capers 
O'  the  corpse  o*  the  bonny  Gyat&iders, 

The  Newcassel  cheps  fancy  they^e  clever. 
And  are  vauntin  and  braggin  for  ever : 

But  they  II  find  theirsels  wrang, 

If  they  think  they  can  bang. 
At  soug'rin,  the  bonny  Gyatsiders» 

The  Gen'ral  &all  see  they  can  lowp  dykes, 

Or  mairch  thro*  whins,  lair  whooles,  and  deep  sykesl 

Nay,  to  soooi  (at  a  pinch) 

Through  Tyne  wadn't  flinch 
The  corpse  o'  the  bonny  Gy atsiders. 

^Some  think  Billy  Pitt's  nobbet  hummin, 
When  he  tells  about  Bonnepairt  cummin  ; 
But  come  when  he  may. 
He'll  lang  rue  the  day 
He  first  meets  wi*  the  bonny  Gyatsiders* 

;Like  an  anchor- shank,  smash  !  how  they'll  clutter 'inl* 
And  turn  'im,  and  skelp'im,  and  batter  'ira; 

His  bones  sail,  bj^jing ! 

Like  a  frying-pan  ring, 
When  he  meets  wi'  the  bonny  Gyatsiders. 

3Let  them  yence  get 'ira  into  their  taings  wee!, 
Nae  fear  but  they'll  give  'im  his  whaings  wee! ; 

And  to  Hazlett's  pond  bring  'im. 

And  there  in  chains  hing  'im  ; 
What  a  seet  for  the  bonny  Gyatsiders  ! 

^ow,  marrows,  to  shew  we're  a' loyal. 
And  that,  wi'  the  King  and  Blood  RoyftI, 
We'll  a'  soom  or  sink, 
Quairts  a  piece  let  us  drink, 
Xo  ihQ  brave  mi  the  b©nny  Gjai«id#rSo 
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The  Qoayside  vShaver. 

^  I  N  each  market-day,  sir,  the  folks  to  the  Quay,  Six, 
Go  flocking  with  beards  they  have  seven  days  worn  ; 
And  round  the  small  giate,  sir,  in  ciovvds  they  all 
wait,  sir, 

To  get  themselves  shav*d  in  a  rotative  turn. 
Old  pokl iers  on  sticks,  sir,  about  poHtics,  sir. 

Debate — till  at  length  they  quite  heated  ha\'*e  grown; 
Nay,  nothing  escapes,  sir,  until  Madam  Scrape,  sir, 

Ciies,     Gentleaien,  who  is  the  next  to  sit  down 

A  medley  the  place  is,  of  those  that  sell  laces. 

With  fine  shirt-neck  buttons,  and  good  cabbage-nets  : 
Where  matchmen,  at  meeting,  give  each  a  kind  greeting, 

And  ask  one  another  how  trade  with  them  sets  ; 
Join'd  in  with  Tom  Hoggers  and  little  Bob  Nackers, 

Who  wander  the  streets  in  their  fuddling  jills  ; 
And  those  folks  with  bags,  sir,  who  buy  up  old  rags,  sir. 

That  d^al  in  fly  cages  and  paper  wind-mills. 

There  pitmen,  with  baskets  and  gay  posy  waistcoats. 

Discourse  about  nought  but  whe  puts  and  hews  best, 
Theie   keelmen,  just  landed,  swear.    May  they  be 
stranded. 

If  tl^ey're  not  shav'd  first  while  their  keel's  at  the  fesl  ! 
With  face  full  of  coal-dust,  would  frighten  one  almost, 

Thi  ow  off  hat  and  wig,  while  they  usurp  the  cbair  ; 
While  others  stand  looking,  and  think  it  provoking. 

But,  lor  the  insult,  to  oppose  them  none  dare. 

W^hcn  under  the  chin,  sir,  she  tucks  the  cloth  in,  sir. 
Their  old  quid  they'll  pop  in  the  pea-jacket  cuff; 

And  vv'hile  they  are  sitting  do  nought  but  keep  spitting, 
And  locking  around,  with  an  air  fierce  and  bluff. 

Siich  talcs  as  go  round,  sir,  would  surely  confound,  sir. 
And  puzzle  the  prolific  brain  of  the  wise; 

But  when  she  prepares,  sir,  to  take  off  the  hair,  sir, 

*  With  lather  jehe  whitens  thcni  up  to  the  eyes. 
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No  sooner  the  razor  is  laid  on  the  face,  sir. 

Than  painful  distortions  take  place  on  the  brow  ; 

But  if  they  complain,  sir,  the}-  '!!  find  it  in  vain,  sir. 
She'll  tell  them  there's  nought  but  what  patience 
can  do ; 

And  as  she  scrapes  round  *em,  if  she  by  chance  wound 
'em. 

They'll  cry  out  as  tho'  she'd  bereav'd  them  of  life, 
"  Od  smash  your  brains,  woman !  I  find  the  blood's 
comin, 

I'd  rather  be  shav'd  with  an  awd  gully  knife  !" 

For  all  they  can  say,  sir,  she  still  rasps  away,  sir. 

And  sweeps  round  theii  jaw  the  chop-torturing  tool ; 
Till  they  in  a  pet,  sir,  request  her  to  whet,  sir. 

But  she  gives  them  for  answer,  sit  still,  you  pistfool !" 
For  all  their  repining,  their  twisting  and  twining. 

She  forward  proceeds  till  she's  mown  off  the  hair  ; 
When  finish'd,  cries,     There,  sir  !"  then  straight  from 
i  the  chair,  sir. 

They'll  jump,  crying,  "Daresay  you've  scrap'd  the 
bone  bare  !" 

Hydropliobie ; 

Or,  THE  SKIPPER  Sf  THE  QUAKER. 

AS  Skipper  Carr  an'  Markie  Dunn, 
Were  gannan  drunk  through  Sand^ate, 
A  dog  bit  Mark,  and  off  did  run, 
I   But  fair  the  poor  foul  fand  it : 

The  lkipp,er,  in  a  voice  fe  rough— 
Aw  warn't,  fays  he,  its  mad  enough- 
How  way  and  get  fonie  doctor's  ftuff, 
For  fear  of  Hydrophobic  ! 

Fal  de  ral,  &c. 


IS 

The  dodor  drefsM  the  wound  fe  wide. 

An*  left  poor  Markie  foartin'- 
Then,  for  a  joke,  tells  Carr,  afide. 
Mat  wad  gan  mad  for  fartin 

Noo,  Skipper^  mind,  when  in  yor  keel, 
Be  fure  that  ye  watch  Markie  Weel — 
If  he  begins  to  bark  and  fquee^ 
Depend  it's  Hydrophobie ! 

Falderalj&c 

For  Shields,  next  day,  they  fail'd  wi*  coal, 

An*  tuik  on  board  a  Quaker, 
Who  wifti'd  to  go  as  far's  Dent's  Hole, 
To  fee  a  friend  calfd  Baker : 

The  Skipper  whifper'd  in  his  ear— 
Wor  Markie  will  gan  nniad,  aw  fear! 
He'll  bite  us  aw — as  fure's  yor  here, 
We^ll  get  the  Hydrophobie  ! 

Fal  de  ral,  &c. 

Said  Quack — I  hope  this  can't  be  true — 

Nay,  friend,  thou  art  miftaken  ; 
We  muft  not  fear  what  man  can  do- — 
^  ea,  I  will  ftand  unfliaken  ! 

The  (kipper,  to  complete  the  farce, 
Said,  Maifter  Quaker,  what's  far  warfe, 
A  b- — — n'  dog  bit  Markie's  a — e. 
And  brought  on  Hydrophobie  ! 
Fal  de  ral,  &c. 
Now  Markie  overheard  their  talk, 

Thinks  he,  aw' 11  try  the  Quaker- 
Makes  Pee  Dee  to  the  huddock  walk. 
Of  fun  to  be  partaker  : 
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To  howl  an'  bark  he  wasn^t  flack. 
The  Quaker  ow'rboard  in  a  crack. 
With  the  fat  Skipper  on  his  back. 
For  fear  of  Hydrophobie  ! 

Fal  de  ral,  &c. 

How  Pee  Dee  laugh'd  to  fee  the  two, 
Who,  to  be  fav'd  were  ftriving — 
Mark  haul'd  them  out  wi'  much  ado. 
And  call'd  them  culls  for  diving : — 
The  Quaker  fuen  was  put  on  fliore. 
For  he  was  frightened  very  fore— - 
The  Skipper  promised  never  more 
To  mention  Hydrophobie ! 

Fal  de  ral,  &c. 

The  Tyne. 

Tune—"  Banks  and  Braes  o'  bonny  Doon^** 

CLE  AR  cryftal  Tyne,  fweet  fcniling  ftream, 
Gay  be  the  flow'rs  thy  banks  along, 
For  there  the  darling  of  my  theme 

Oft  fports  thy  verdant  meads  among. 
Flow  on,  fweet  Tyne,  and  gently  glide, 

And  pour  thy  commerce  o'er  the  main. 
May  Plenty  o'er  thy  banks  prefide. 
To  bleis  tbee  with  her  fmiling  train. 

Green  be  thy  fields,  Britannia  dear. 
With  plenty  flowing  o'er  thy  Ian  J, 

But  chief  the  banks  of  Tyne,  for  there 
ril  often  rove  at  Love'd  command— 
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There  meet  my  lafs  upon  the  green. 
And  flowVy  garlands  for  her  twine, 

While  fmiling  pleafure  glads  the  fcene. 
Upon  the  blooming  banks  of  1  yne. 

J.  Wilson, 

Bob  Cranky's  Adieu. 

FARE WEEL,  fareweel,  my  comely  pet ! 
Aw*s  forc'd  three  weeks  to  leave  thee  j 
Aw's  doon  for  parment  duly  fet, 

O  dinna  let  it  grieve  thee  ! 
My  hiony !  wipe  them  een,  fae  bright, 

That  mine  wi'  love  did  dazzle  ; 
When  thy  heart's  fad  can  mine  be  leet? 
Come  lio'way  get  a  jill  o*  beer, 
Thy  heart  to  cheer : 
An*  when  thou  fees  me  mairch  away, 
Whiles  in,  whiles  oot 
O'  ftep,  nae  doot, 
Bob  Cranky's  gane/'  thouMt  fobbing  fay, 
A  fowgering  to  Newcaffel 

Come,  dinna  dinna  whinge  and  whipe, 
Like  yammering  Isbel  Macky ; 

Cheer  up,  maw  hinny  !  leet  thy  pipe. 
And  tyek  a  biaft  o'  backy  ! 

It's  but  for  yen  and  twenty  days. 
The  folkes's  een  awl  dazzel — 

Proud,  fwagg'rlog  in  my  fine  reed  claes  : 

Ods  heft !  my  pit  claes — didftthou  hear? 
Are  warfe  o'  wear  ; 

Mind  cloot  them  weel,  when  aw's  away  } 
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And*  a  pofie  goon 

AvvMl  buy  thee  foon^ 

thou's  drink  thy  tea-.-aye,  twice^a-day^ 

When  aw  come  frae  Newcaffel. 

S'lcrike  I  aw^s  up  tiv  every  rig, 
Sae  dinna  doot,  maw  hinny  ! 
5ut  at  the  blue  ftyen     the  brig 

Aw'il  hae  maw  mairchin  ginny. 
I  ginny!  wuks  !  fae  ftrange  a  feet 

Ma  een  wi*  joy  wad  dazzel  ; 
3ut  aw*ll  bed  fpent  that  verra  neet— 

For  money,  hinny,  owre  oeet  to  keep^ 
i¥ad  break  maw  fleep  : 
Jmafti !  aw  think^ft  a  wifer  way, 
.       flefli  an'  beer 
Myfel'  to  cheer, 
rtie  lang  three  weeks  that  a^v've  to  ftay 
A  fowgering  at  Newcaffel. 

3at  whiOit!  the  fairjeant's  tongue  aw  hear^ 

FaMa!  fa*  inV  he's  yelpin ! 
rhe  Sfes  are  whuflia  loud  and  clear, 

And  fair  the  drums  they're  Ikelpin. 
.^areweel,  maw  comeiy!  aw  mun  gang, 

rhe  Gen'ral's  een  to  dazzel  ! 
But,  hinny  !  if  the  time  feems  lang, 
An'  fhou  freets  about  me  neet  an'  day  : 
Then  come  away, 
kek  out  the  yell-houfe  where  aw  ftay, 
An'  we'il  kifs  and  cuddle  ; 
And  mony  a  fuddle 
Jhall  drive  the  langfome  hours  away, 
When  fowgering  at  Newcaffel, 
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Newcastle  Old  Country  Gentleman. 

Air  Old  Countrt/  Gentleman.** 

FROM  wandering  in  a  diftant  land. 
An  exile  had  returned, 
And  when  he  faw  his  own  dear  ftream, 

His  heart  with  pleafure  burn'd  ; 
The  days  departed,  and  their  joys, 

Came  bounding  to  his  brealt. 
And  thus  the  feelings  of  his  heart 
In  native  drains  confefs'd  : — 

Tune  Keel  Row:* 

"  Flow  on,  majeftic  river, 
Thy  rolling  courfe  for  ever. 
Forget  thee  will  I  never. 
Whatever  fate  be  mine. 

Oft  on  thy  banks  IVe  wander'd. 
And  on  thy  beauties  ponder*d. 
Oh  !  many  an  hour  I've  fquander'd 

On  thy  banks,  O  bonny  Tyne. 

Flow  on,  &c. 

Oh !  Tyne,  in  thy  bright  flowing. 
There's  magic  joy  beftowing^ — • 
I  feel  thy  breezes  blowing — 

Their  perfume  is  divine. 

Flow  on,  &c, 
"  IVe  fought  thee  in  the  morning. 
When  crimfon  clouds  are  burning, 
And  thy  green  hills  adorning, 

The  hills  o*  bonny  Tyne. 

Flow  on,  &c. 


*^  When  ftormy  feas  were  round  me. 
And  diftant  nations  bound  me, 
la  memory  Oill  I  found  thee 
A  ray  of  hope  divine. 

Flow  on,  &c. 

Thy  valieys  lie  before  me, 
Thy  trees  are  waving  o'er  me, 
My  home  thou  doft  reftore  me 
On  thy  bonny  banks,  O  Tyne. 

Flow  on/*  &c. 

Walker  Pits. 

Tune  Off  i^Jie  goes.'* 

IF  I  had  another  penny, 
I  would  have  another  gill  j 
I  wonld  make  the  fiddler  play 
**  The  bonny  Lads  of  Byker-hill.** 
Byker-hill  and  Walker-fliore, 
Collier  lads  for  evermoie  ! 
Byker-hill  and  Walker-lhore, 
Collier  lads  for  evermore  ! 

When  aw  cam  to  Walker  wark. 

Aw  had  ne  coat,  nor  ne  pit  fark  ; 
But  now  aw've  getten  twe  or  three — 
Walker  pit's  deun  weel  for  me. 
Byker-hill  and  VValker-flbore, 
Collier  lads  for  evermore  ! 
Collier  lads  for  evermore! 
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Banclgate  Lass's  Lamentati 

I WAS  a  young  maiden  truly, 
And  liv'd  in  Sandgate-ftreet  j 
I  thought  to  marry  a  good  man. 

To  keep  me  wirm  at  neet. 
Some  good-like  body,  foaie  bonny  bDdy, 

Ty  be  with  me  at  noon  ; 
But  laft  I  married  a  keehnan, 
And  my  good  days  are  done. 

I  thought  to  marry  a  parfon 

To  hear  me  fay  my  prayers  ; 
But  I  have  married  a  keelmao, 

And  he  kicks  me  down  the  (lairs. 
He's  an  ugly  body,  a  bubbly  body, 

An  ill-far'd,  ugly  loon  ; 
And  I  have  married  a  keehnan, 

And  my  good  diys  are  done. 

I  thought  to  marry  a  dyer, 

To  dye  my  apron  blue  ; 
But  I  have  married  a  keelman, 

And  he  makes  me  forely  rue. 
He's  an  ugly  body,  a  bubbly  body,, 

An  ill-far'd^  ugly  loon  ; 
And  I  haire  married  a  keelman. 

And  my  good  diys  are  done. 

I  thought  to  marry  a  joiner, 
To  make  me  chair  and  ftool  ; 

But  I  have  married  a  keeloiaOj 
And  he's  a  perfeft  fool  5 
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He's  an  ugly  body,  a  bubbly  bodyg 

An  ill-farM  uglyloon; 
And  1  have  married  a  keelman^ 

And  my  good  days  are  done. 

I  thought  to  marry  a  failor. 

To  bring  me  fugar  and  tea  j 
But  I  have  married  a  keelman, 

And  that  he  lets  me  fee. 
He's  an  ugly  body,  a  bubbly  body, 

An  ill-far'd  ugly  loon. 
And  I  have  married  a  keelmau^ 

And  my  good  days  are  done. 


Air  "  Quayside  Shaver,''^ 

HEN  timber-Iegg'd  Harry,  crook'd  Jenny 


In  fani'd  Gateshead  town — and  not  thinking  of 
Three  ragmen  did  quarrel,  about  their  apparel, 

Which  ofttimes  affrighted  both  small  birds  and 
This  resolute  prial,  fought  on  battle  royal j  [crows; 
Till  Jenny  spoke  this,  with  hump  back  and 
sharp  shins, 
^  Be  loving  as  brothers,  as  well  as  the  others, 
Then  we  shall  get  orders  for  needles  and  pins  V 

Thebride-maid  full  breasted,  she  vow'd  and  pro- 
tasted, 

She  wevex  saw  men  at  a  wedding  so  rude ; 
Old  Madge  with  her  matches,  top  full  of  her  catches 

Swore  she  would  be  tipsy  e'er  they  did  conclude  • 
The  supper  being  ended,  some  part  still  contended. 

For  wfaplesome  malt  liquor  to  fill  up  each  skin, 


Beggar's  Wedding. 


did  marry. 


[blows, 


Jack  far  in  bi^^  jprkrt  sit  c\om  to  Boll  Flacket, 
And  swore  be'd  cirink  nothiofj;  but  cjrofr  and 
clear  gin. 

Black  Jack  with  bis  fiddle,  ihey  fix'd  in  the  middle, 
Who  had  not  been  wash'd  since  tbesecond  of  June  ; 
Old  Sandy  the  piper,  told  Ned  he  would  stripe  her, 
If  she  wouldn't  dance  while  his  pipe  was  in  tune, 
They  piay'd  them  such  touches,  with  wood  legs 
and  crutches, 
Old  rag.pokes  and  matches,  old  son^s  flew  about, 
Poor  Jack  being  a  stranger,  thought  his  scratch  in 
danger, 

He  tenderly  begg'd  they  would  give  up  the  rout. 

Jack  being  thus  ill-treated,  he  begg'd  to  be  seated, 

Upon  an  old  cupboard  the  landlord  had  got; 
Like  madmen  enchanted,  they  tippled  and  ranted, 
Till  down  came  the  fiddler  as  if  he'd  been  shot ; 
They  drank  gin  by  noggins,  and  strong  beer  by 
flagons. 

Till  they  had  sufficiently  loosen'd  each  hide, 
Then  those  that  were  able,  retir'd  to  the  stable, 
And  slept  w  ith  their  nose  in  each  other^s  backs— e. 

Half-drown^d  Skipper* 

Tune  Chapter  of  Donkies.^^ 

TI^DTHER  day  up  the  water  aw  went  in  a  boat, 

i    Aw  brush'd  up  my  trowsers,  put  on  my  new  coat ; 
We  steer'd  up  wor  boat  Mang  side  of  a  keel. 
And  the  luiks  o'  the  skipper  wad  frighten'd  the  deil. 
Fol  de  rol,  &c. 

So  thinks  aw,  wi'  the  keel  we'll  gan  a'  the  way, 
And  hear  a  few  words  that  the  skipper  may  say ; 
For  aw  was  sure  if  ought  in  the  keel  was  duen  wraDg, 
The  skipper  wad  curse,  aye,  and  call  every  man, 
Fol  de  rol,  kc. 
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ow  we'd  just  gelten  up  the  fam'd  Skinner's  Burn, 
^hen  the  skipper  biwl'd  ont  that  the  keel  was  to  turn, 
^ye  be  shouted  and  roar'd  like  a  man  hung  in  chains, 
Lnd  swore  by  the  keel  he  wad  knock  out  their  brains^ 
Fol  de  rol  &c, 

he  little  peedee  j  ump'd  about  on  the  deck, 
L>nd  the  skipper  roar'd  out,  he  wad  sure  smash  his  neck. 
What  for,'  says  the  peedee,  'c^n  one  not  speak  a  word?* 
\o  he  gav  him  a  kick,  knocked  him  plump  owr  board. 
Fol  de  ro),  &e. 

'here  was  nyen  of  the  bullies  e'er  lost  a  bit  time, 
5ut  fluoff  their  greet  keel-huiks  splash  into  ihe  Tyne  ; 
Phey  brought  up  the  peedee,  just  like  a  duck'd  craw, 
Ind  the  skipper  wi'  laughin  fell  smack  owr  an'  a'. 

<?ow  the  keelraen  being  tired  of  their  skipper  se  brave, 
^ot  one  e'er  attempted  his  life  for  to  save  ; 
rhey  hoisted  their  sail,  and  we  saw  no  more, 
3ut  the  haif-drown'd  skipper  was  swimming  ashore. 
Fol  de  rol,  &c. 

Do  li  a* 

Sung  in  Newcastle  about  the  Years  1792-3-4. 

FRESH  l*m  come  frae  Sandgate- street, 
do  li,  do  li, 
My  best  friends  here  to  meet, 
I  do  li  a. 

Do  li  th'  dil  len  dol, — do  li,  do  li, 
Do  li  th'  dil  len  dol, — do  li  a. 

The  Black  CiifFs  are  gawn  away, 

do  li,  do  li. 
And  that  will  be  a  crying  day, 

do  li  a,  &c. 
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Dolly  Coxon's  pawn'd  her  sark> 

do  li»  do  li. 
To  ride  upon  the  baggage  cart^ 

do  li  a,  &c- 
The  Green  Cuffs  is  coming  in, 

do  Jj,  do  li, 
An'  that  '11  make  the  lasses  sing 

do  li  a,  &c. 

A  South  Shields  Soog. 

THE  sailors  are  all  at  the  bar, 
They  cannot  get  up  to  Newcastle, 
Th^  sailors  "are  all  at  the  bar, 

1  hey  cannot  get  up  to  Newcastle. 
Up  with  smoaky  Shields, 

And  hey  for  bonny  Newcastle ; 
Up  with  smoaky  Shields, 

And  hey  for  bonny  Nev/castle. 


A  North  Shields  SoDg* 

E'LL  all  away  to  the  Law  Lights^ 
And  there  we'll  see  the  sailors 
come  in  ; 
W e'll  all  away  to  the  Law  Lights, 
And  there  well  see  the  sailors  come  in. 
There  clap  your  hands  and  give  a  shout^ 
And  youll  see  the  sailors  go  out ; 
Clap  your  hands,  and  dance  and  sing, 
And  you'll  see  your  laddie  come  in. 


2S 

The  Glister. 

rjOME  time  since,  a  pitman  was  tyen  varry  badj, 
5  So  ca'd  his  wife  Mall  to  the  side  of  his  bed  : 
'hou  mun  run  for  a  doctor,  the  forst  can  be  fund, 
■or  maw  belly's  a'  wran^,  an  aw'm  varry  fast  bund, 

Vey,  man,  thou's  a  fail,  aw  ken  thou's  fast  boon, 
VV  thy  last  bindin  munny  thou  bowt  this  new  g-oon  ; 
Jae  doctor  can  lowze  thou  one  morsel  or  crumb, 
I'or  thou's  bun  te  Tyne  Main  for  this  ten  month  te  come/ 

kw  divent  mean  that  maw  belly's  sae  sair; 

tun  fast,  or  aw'U  dee  lang  afore  ye  get  there  I 
lo  away  Mally  ran  to  their  awn  doctor's  shop  ; 
jie  me  somethin  for  Tom,  for  his  belly's  stopt  up, 

i  glister  she  gat  and  nae  langer  she'd  wait, 

5ut  straight  she  ran  hyem,  an'  gat  out  a  clean  plate  t 
)h,  Tommy!  maw  Tom !  ony  baud  up  thy  heed  ! 
3ere's  somethin  'ill  mend  thou,  suppose  thou  was  deed. 

Thou  mun  eat  up  that  haggish,  but  sup  the  thin  forst ; 
Iw's  freeten'd  that  stoppei  it  will  be  the  worst, 
)h,  Mally  !  thou'll  puzzen  poor  Tom  altogether, 
f  aw  drink  a'  the  thin,  an*  then  eat  up  the  blether. 

le  raanag'd  it  a',  wiv  a  great  deal  to  do. — - 
)h,  Mally  !  oh,  Mally  I  thou's  puzzen'd  me  now  { 
3ut  she  tuik  nae  notice  of  poor  Tommy's  pain, 
iut  straight  she  ran  off  te  the  doctor's  again. 

)  doctor  !  maw  hinny  !  Tom's  tyen'd  a'  thegether, 
,  ie  supp'd  up  the  thin,  then  he  eat  up  the  blether  : 
j  The  blether  was  tuif,  it  myest  stuck  in  his  thropple  ; 

f  be  haddent  bad  teeth  he  wad  eaten  the  stopple. 

)b,  woman  !  you  have  been  in  too  great  a  hurry. 
Stead  of  mending  your  husband,  you'll  have  him  to 
bury : 

I  Stead  of  making  him  better,  you've  sure  made  him 
!  warse, 

[For  you've  put  in  his  mouth  what  should  gone  up  his 
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Commit  no  Nonsense* 

AN  aud  chep  that  had  spent  a'  his  life  i'  the  keels,  1 
Taking  coals  down  the  river  to  load  ships  at  Shield9j| 
Had  some  business  yen  day  in  Newcassel  to  do, 
And  when  there  he'd  stop  and  see  a'  that  was  new. 
He  view'd  wor  new  streets,  and  was  weel  pleased,  nc 
doubt. 

He  gap'd  and  he  star'd  as  he  wander'd  about ; 
But  still  as  he  star'd,  there  was  yen  thing  seem'd  queer, 
Whilk  was  plac'd  on  the  walls— Commit  no  nuisancf 
here." 

The  aud  boy  was  not  very  learned,  you  see. 
And  when  young  he  had  got  off  his  great  A,  B,  C, 
And  some  words  he  c@^uld  spell,  tho'  not  sartinly  clear. 
And  his  skill  made  it  out— Commit  ne  nonsense  here." 
He  knew  very  little  of  Tee-total  rules,  / 
But  thought  they  might  dee  very  weel  amang  feuls  ;  ' 
In  his  wand' ring  he  thought  about  getting  some  be«r^  j 
And  often  he  read — Commit  no  nonsense  here." 
A  few  pints  of  beer  brought  this  chep  to  a  stand. 
For  nature  o'ercharg'd,  wanted  ease  at  his  hand—- 
For  this  purpose  he  enter'd  a  yard — -but,  see  queer,  J 
Just  sawj'buin  his  head — Commit  ne  nonsense  herf>. 
The  gurgling  stream  frorn  the  old  fellow  flow'd. 
His  ease  he  enjoy'd  myed  a  notable  flood  ; 
But,  just  in  the  nick,  when  he  thought  a'  was  clear, 
A  policerBan  cries—-**  Commit  ne  nuisance  here.'* 

Kind  sir,"  says  the  man,  for  to  speak  he  scarce  dursft, 
**  When  aw  com  in  here,  aw  was  ready  to  burst.'* 

That's  nought,"  says  the  policeman,     dinU  ye  se,6 
clear, 

Daub'd  upon  the  wall- — Commit  ne  nuisance  here/* 
The  poor  soul  his  flap  button'd  up  in  a  fright. 
The  policeman  swore  that  he  wad  himindite  ; 
But  he  teuk  to  his  heels,  for^  says  he,  aw  gee  clear. 
If  aw  stop  onie  langer  there'll  be  nonsense  here. 
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Mciwcastle  Soagster. 

Canny  Newcassel. 

'T)OUT  Lnnnun  awVJ  heard  ay  sic  wonderful  spokes, 
Jj    That  the  streets  were  a'  covered  wi'  guineas  : 
The  houses  saefine,  an'  sic  grandees  the  folks, 

Te  them  huzi'  the  North  were  but  ninnies. 
But  aw  fand  maw-sel  blonk'd  when  to  Lunnun  aw  gat. 

The  folks  they  aw  luik'd  wishey  washey ; 
For  jj;owld  ye  may  howk  till  ye're  blind  as  a  bat. 

For  their  streeis  are  like  wors — brave  and  blashy! 
'Bout  Lunnun  then  di vent  ye  myek  sic  a  rout. 

There's  nowse  there  maw  winkers  to  dazzle  ; 
For  a'  the  fine  things  ye  are  gobbin  about. 
We  can  marra  iv  Canny  Newcassel. 

A  Cockney  chep  show'd  me  the  Thames  druvy  fyace, 

Whilk  he  said  was  the  pride  0'  the  nation  ; 
And  thowt  at  their  shippin  aw'd  myek  a  haze-gaze; 

But  aw  whopt  maw  foot  on  his  noration. 
Wi'  huz,  mun,  three  hundred  ships  sail  iv  a  tide. 

We  think  nowse  on't,  aw'll  myek  accydavy  : 
Ye're  a  govi'k  if  ye  din't  knaw  that  the  lads  o'  Tyne-side 

Are  the  Jacks  that  mvek  famish  wor  navy. 

'  Bout  Lunnun,  &c. 

We  went  big  St.  Paul's  and  Westminster  to  see. 

And  aw  war'nt  ye  aw  thought  they  luik'd  pritty  : 
And  then  we'd  a  keek  at  the  Monumtnt  te, 

Whilk  maw  friend  ca'd  the  Pearl  o'  the  City. 
Wey  hinny,  says  aw,  we've  a  Shot  Tower  sae  hoe, 

T  hat  biv  it  ye  might  scraffle  to  heaven  ; 
And  if  on  Saint  Nicholas  ye  ance  cus  an  e>, 

Ye'd  crack  ou't  as  lang  as  ye're  livin. 

'Bout  Lunnun,  &c. 

We  trudg'd  to  St.  James's,  for  there  the  King  leaves 
Aw  war'nt  ye  a  good  stare  we  teuk  on't ; 

By  my  faiks  !  its  been  built  up  by  Adam's  awn  neavesi 
For  it's  awd  as  the  hills  by  the  luik  ©n't,  * 
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Shem  bin  ye  !  sajs  aw,  ye  ahould  keep  the  King  douse, 

Aw  ppeak  it  without  ony  malice  : 
Aw  own  that  wor  Mayor  rather  wants  a  new  house. 

But  then — wor  Infirnri'ry's  a  palace. 

'Bout  Lunnun,  &c. 

Ah  hinnies  1  out  com  the  King,  while  we  wer?  there, 

His  leuks  seeai'd  to  say,  Bairns,  be  happy  ! 
Sae  down  o'  my  hunkers  aw  set  up  a  blare. 

For  God  to  preserve  him  frae  ^appy  : 
For  Geordy  aw'd  dee— fur  my  loyalty's  trig. 

And  aw  own  he's  a  good  leuken  mannie  : 
But  if  wor  S:r  Matthew  ye  buss  iv  his  wig, 

By  gocks  1  he  wad  leuk  just  as  canny. 

'Bout  Lunnun,  &c. 

Ah  hinnies  !  about  us  the  lasses  did  lowp. 

Thick  as  curns  in  a  spice  sin^jin  hinnie  ; 
Some  aud  and  some  hardly  fligg'd  ower  the  dowp. 

But  aw  kend  what  they  were  by  their  whinnie  : 
Ah  I  mannio,  says  aw,  ye  hev  mony  a  tight  girl. 

But  aw'm  teli'd  they're  oft  heti'  their  trappin  : 
A  w'd  cuddle  uiuch  rather  a  lass  i'  the  Swori, 

Than  the  dolls  i'  the  Strand,  or  i'  Wappin. 

'Bout  Lunnun,  &c. 

Wiv  a'  the  stravaigin  aw  wanted  a  mnnch. 

An'  maw  thropple  was  ready  to  gizen  ; 
So  we  went  tiv  a  yell-house,  and  there  teuk  a  lunch. 

But  the  reckoning,  my  saul,  was  a  bizon. 
Wiv  buz  i'  the  North,  when  aw'm  wairsh  i'  my  way, 

(But  t'  knaw  wor  warm  hearts  ye  yur-sel  come; 
Aw  lift  the  first  latch,  and  baith  man  and  dame  say, 

'  Cruick  your  hough,  canny  man,  fur  ye're  welcome  !' 
'  Bout  Lunnun,  kc, 

A  shilling  aw  thought  at  the  Play-house  aw'd  ware. 
But  aw  jump'd  there  wiv  heuk-finger'd  pe(»pie  ; 

Me  pockets  gat  rip«d,  an'  heerd  them  na  mair 
N  >r  aw  cou'd  frae  Saint  Nicholas'  steeple. 

Dang  Lunnun  !  wor  Play-Tiouse  LUke  just  as  weel, 
And  wjr  play-folk  aw't  sure  are  as  funnj  : 
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A  shillin's  wortli  »arves  me  to  laugh  till  aw  squeel, 
Nae  hallion  there  thrimmels  mavv  money, 
'Bout  Lunnun,  &c» 
Th«  loss  o'  the  cotterels  aw  dinna  regaird. 

For  aw've  ^ettin  some  white-heft  at  Lunnun  ; 
Aw'velearn'd  to  prefer  mp  awn  canny  calf-yaird  ; 

If  ye  catch  me  mair  frae't  ye'll  be  cunnun. 
Aw  knaw   that   the  Cockneys  crack  rum-gumshun 
chimes 

Tomyek  gam  of  wor  bur  and  wor  'parel ; 
But  honest  Blind  Willey  shall  string  this  iv  rhyRieSj 
And  we'll  sing'd  for  a  Chrissenmas  Carol, 
'Bout  Lunnun,  &c. 

Jemmy  Joneson's  Whurry. 

HEI,  Cavers,  biv  the  chimlay  reek, 
Begox  !  its  all  a  horney  ; 
For  thro*  the  world  aw  wifh'd  to  keek. 

Yen  day  when  aw  was  corney  : 
Sae,  wiv  (ome  varry  canny  chiels, 

All  on  the  hop  an*  niurry. 
Aw  thowt  awM  myek  a  voyage  to  Shiels 
Iv  Jemmy  Jonefon's  whurry. 

Ye  niver  feeM  the  church  fae  fcrudg^d, 

As  we  wur  there  thegither  ; 
An*  gentle,  femple,  throughways  budg*d. 

Like  liurdies  of  a  feather  : 
Blind  Willie,  a'  wor  joys  to  croon. 

Struck  up  a  hey  down  derry ; 
An*  erou{e  we  left  wor  canny  toon 

Iv  Jemmy  Jonefon's  whurry. 

As  we  pulhM  rfF,  loak  !.a'  the  Key 
To  me  feem*d  (huggy-lhooin  : 
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An'  thr>'  aw'd  niver  been  at  fea, 

Aw  ftuid  her  like  a  new-on*. 
Aiid  when  the  Malls  began  their  reels. 

Aw  kick'd  maw  heels  reet  murry  ; 
For  faix  !  aw  !ikV!  the  voyage  to  Shiels 
,   Iv  Jemmy  Joopfon's  whurry- 

Qiiick  went  wor  heels,  quick  went  the  oars, 

An'  where  me  eyes  wur  cafsin. 
It  feemM  as  if  the  bizzy  (hores 

Cheer'd  canny  Tyne  i'  pafdn. 
What !  hez  Newcaffel  now  nae  encj  ? 

Thicks  aw,  its  wondrous  vurry  ; 
Aw  thowt  aw'd  like  me  life  to  fpend 

Iv  Jemmy  Jonefon's  whurry. 

Tyne-fide  feem'd  clad  wiv  bonny  ha's, 

An'  furnaces  fae  dunny ; 
Wey  this  mun  be  what  Bible  ca's 

The  land  ov  Oiilk  and  honey  T' 
If  a'  thor  things  beiang'd  tiv  I, 

Aw*d  nnyek  the  poor  reet  murry ; 
An'  cheer  the  folks  i*  gannin  by, 

Iv  Jemmy  Jonefoii's  whurry. 

Then  on  we  went,  as  nice  as  owfe. 

Till  nenft  au*d  Lizzy  Moody^s  j 
A  whirlwind  cam  an'  myed  a'  foufe. 

Like  heaps  o'  babby  boodies. 
T  he  heykin  rayed  me  vurry  wauf. 

Me  heed  turn'd  duzzy,  vurry  ; 
Me  luiks,  aw'm  ihure^  wad  fpyen'd  a  cauf 

if  Jeamiy  Jontfon'^s  whurry. 
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"or  hyem  an'  bairns,  an*  maw  wife  Nan, 

4w  yool'd  Got  like  a  lubbart; 
kn^  when  :^w  thowt  we  a'  fliud  gan, 

To  Davy  J  )nes's  cnbbart. 
The  wind  be-baw'd.  aw  whiihM  me  fqueels. 

An'  yence  mair  aw  was  murry ; 
For  feun  we  gat  a  feet  o'  Shiels, 

Frev  Jeainny  J onefon's  whurry, 

VVor  Geordies  now  we  thrimoierd  cot. 

An'  tread  a'  Shiels  fae  dinny  ; 
Maw  faix!  it  feems  a  canny  fprout, 

As  big  rmift  as  its  nunny  ; 
Aw  fmackM  thir  yell,  aw  ciimb'd  thir  bree. 

The  feet  was  wond'rous,  vurry  ; 
Aw  lowp'd  fee  gallant  Ihips  to  fee, 

Biv  Jemmy  Jonefon's  whurry. 

I'o  Tynemouth  then  aw  thowt  aw'd  trudge 

To  fee  the  folks  a'  ducking  ; 
Loak  !  men  and  wives  togither  pludg'd. 

While  hundreds  flood  by  luikin. 
Amang  the  reft  aw  cowpM  me  creels, 

Eh,gox  !  'twas  funny,  vurry; 
An'  fo  aw  end  me  voyage  to  Shiels 

Iv  Jemmy  Jonefon's  whurry. 

The  Skipper's  Dream, 

I^'OTHEK  daj,  ye  mun  knaw,  vrej  aw'd  had  a  «up 
beer, 

it  ran  i*  maw  he©d,  and  it  mypd  m©  %ne  queer, 
rhat  aw  lay  down  to  sleep  i'  wor  hiiddock  saft  »nug^, 
L  r  drearn'd  sic  a  dream  as  gar'd  me  «cral  uie  iug^. 


9 


Aw  dreem'd  that  the  queerest  man  iver  »w  seeM, 
Cam  stumpino;^  alan^  wi'  three  hats  on  his  heed  ; 
A  fjoon  on  like  a  priest,  (mind  aw's  tellinof  ne  lees) 
At  his  side  there  was  hang;in^  a  great  bunch  o'  kees. 

lie  stares  i'  my  fyece,  and  says.  How  d\v^>  de^? 
'  Aw's  teufish,'  says  aw,  '  canny  man,  how  are  ye  ?' 
Then  he  says,  wiv  a  voice  <^ar'd  me  trimmlc,  aw's  shurei 
*  Aw's  varry  weel,  thank  ye,  but  yor  day  is  nigh  ower 

Aw  studdies  awhile,  then  says  aw,  •  Are  ye  Deeth, 
Come  here  for  to  wise  out  a  poor  fellow's  breeth  ? 
He  says,  '  No,  aw'm  the  Pope,  come  to  try  if  aw  can 
Save  a  vile  wretch  like  ye  frae  the  nasty  Bad  Man  !' 

He  said,  yen  St.  Peter  gov  him  them  great  keys, 
To  let  into  hivven  wheiver  he'd  please  ; 
An'  if  aw'd  turn  Papish,  and  give  him  a  note. 
He'd  send  me  to  hivven  withoot  ony  doot. 

Then  a  hyel  heep  o'  stuff  he  talk'd  ahoot  sin. 

And  sed  he'd  forgi'  me  whativver  aw'd  duen; 

And  if  that  aw'd  murder'd  hyeth  fayther  and  muther. 

For  a  five  shillin  peece  aw  might  kill  me  awn  bruther. 

Says  aw,  Mister  Pope,  gie's  no  mair  o'  yor  tauk, 
But  oot  o'  wor  huddock  aw's  beg  ye  to  wauk  ; 
An'  if  ye  divvent  get  oot  afore  aw  coont  nine, 
Byeth  ye  and  yor  keys,  man,  aw'll  fling  i'  the  Tyne. 

So  on  tiv  me  feet  wiv  a  hit  iv  a  skip. 
For  aw  meant  for  to  give  him  a  keel-bully's  grip. 
But  aw  waken'd  just  then  in  a  terrible  stew,' 
An'  fand  it  a  dream,  as  aw've  teld  ye  just  now. 

The  Newcassel  Props. 

OH,  waes  me,  wor  canny  toon. 
It  canna  ftand  it  lang — 
The  props  are  tumbling  one  by  one, 
The  beeldin  feun  mun  gan; 
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For  Deeth  o'  late  hez  no  been  blate. 
But  (ent  fonie  jovial  fouls  a^oggin  : 

Aw  niver  griev'd  for  Jackey  l  ate. 
Nor  even  little  Airchy  Loggan. 

But  when  maw  lugs  was  le<5trified 

VViv  Judy  Downey^s  deeth, 
Alang  wi'  Heufy  Scott  aw  cried. 

Till  byeth  was  out  o'  brceth  j 
For  greet  and  fma,  filhwives  an'  a% 

Luik'd  up  tiv  her  wi'  veneration — 
If  Judy's  in  the  Courts  above, 

Then  for  au*d  Nick  there'll  be  ne  casion. 

Next  Captain  Starkey  tuik  his  ftick, 

And  myed  his  final  bow  ; 
Aw  wonder  if  he's  fcribblin  yet, 

Or  what  he's  efter  now —  . 
Or  if  he's  drinking  jills  o*  yell. 

Or  axing  pennies  to  buy  bakky — 
If  not  allow'd  where  Starkey's  gaen, 

Aw'm  fure  that  he'll  be  quite  unhappy. 

Jack  Coxon  iv  a  trot  went  off. 

One  morning  very  fuen — 
Cull  Billy  faid.  he'd  better  flop. 

But  Deeth  cried,  Jickey,  come! 
Oh.  few  like  him  could  lift  their  heels. 

Or  tell  what  halls  uere  in  the  county. 
Like  mony  a  proud  black-coated  chield. 

Jack  liv'd  upon  the  parilh  bounty. 

But  cheer  up,  lads,  and  dinna  droop, 
Blind  Willy's  to  the  fure, 
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The  blytheft  iv  the  motley  groop, 

An*  fairly  worth  the  fcore  ; 
O  weel  aw  like  to  hear  him  fing, 

'Bout  au'd  Sir  Mat,  an'  Dr.  Brummel— 
If  he  but  lives  to  fee  the  King,  [grummeU 

There's   nyen   o*    Willy's  friends  need 

Cull  Billy,  tee,  wor  lugs  to  blifs, 

Wiv  news  'bout  t'other  warld, 
Aw  move  that  when  wor  Vicar  dees. 

The  place  for  him  be  arl'd ; 
For  aw  really  think,  wiv  half  his  wit, 

Ht'd  myek  a  reet  good  pulpit  knocker, 
Aw'U  tell  ye  where  the  birth  wad  St — 

He  hugs  fae  clofe  the  parifh  copper. 

Another  chep,  and  then  aw's  duen, 

He  bangs  the  others  far : 
Yor  mavies  wondrin  whe  aw  mean— 

Ye  gowks,  it's  Tommy  C — -r  ! 
When  lodgin's  fcarce.  juft  fpeak  to  him, 

Yor  haplefs  cafe  he'll  furely  pity, 
HeMl  'sist  upon  yor  ganning  in, 

To  fup  wi*  S — tt,  and  fee  the  Kitty. 

A  New  Nursery  Rhyme. 

THIS  18  tW§j  arcade 
THAT  GRAINGER  BUILT. 

THIS  is  the  Arcade  that  Grainger  built. 

This  is  the  Blar/e,  whose  only  trade,  is  to  ke^p 
the  Ai'imde  that  Grainger  built. 
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Thme  are  the  Boy^,  who  making'  n  noise,  are 
kick'd  liy  the  blade,  whose  only  trade,  is  to  tceep 
the  Arcade  that  Grainger  built. 

This  is  the  Horde  of  Attorneys,  who  bored  by 
the  rascally  boys,  who  making  a  noise,  are  kick'd 
out  by  the  blade,  whose  orily  trade,  is  to  keep  the 
Arcade  that  Grainger  built. 

This  is  the  Hat  ail  cock'd  m\d  lac'd,  a  !»at  ac- 
cording to  Briggs's  taste,  paid  for  by  the  horde  of 
attorneys  so  bored  by  the  rascally  boys,  wfjo  making 
a  noise,  are  kick'd  out  by  the  blade,  whose  only 
trade  is  to  keep  the  Arcade  that  Grainger  built. 

This  is  Peregrine,  pragmatic  and  prim,  who 
scouted  the  hat  without  any  brim-— the  hat  that 
was  all  cock'd  and  lac'd,  according  to  BriggV 
peculiar  taste,  paid  for  by  the  horde  of  attornies  so 
bored,  by  the  rascally  boys  who  making  a  noise, 
are  kick'd  out  by  the  blade,  whose  only  trade,  is 
to  keep  the  Arcade  that  Grainger  built. 

This  is  Mister  Briggs^  w  ho  makes  trousers  and 
coats,  who  abus'd  the  committee  for  giving-  their 
votes,  to  Peregrine,  so  pragmatic  and  prim,  to  scout 
the  hat  without  any  brim,  for  Briggs  deck'd  the 
hat  so  cock'd  and  lac'd,  (and  he  prides  hiuiself  on 
his  fanciful  taste)  paid  for  by  the  horde  of  attorneys 
so  bored,  by  the  rascaiiy  boys,  who  making  a  noise, 
are  kick'd  out  by  the  blade,  whose  only  trade  is 
to  keep  the  Arcade  that  Grainger  built. 

Tins  k  Chinaman  Reed,  who  said  Brioi>s  wns 
riglH,  anti  who  wears  his  uninefitional)les  awfully 
tight,  which  were  made  by  \his  l\r\oos,  whofuakes 
trouser.^  atsd  C()?U8,  who  t\hm\i  the  conunilttjii  for 
giving  their  vote^  lo  Peregrine,  pn'»omit!c  and 
prun,  togcout  tiie  fiat  without  any  l>ri<iirfor  B?  jgos 
deck'd  the  hat  so  cock'd  and  lac'd,  (f^ud  he  [m  ides 


himself  on  \m  fHircifii!  laste)  paid  for  by  the  horde 
of  aUorneyg  so  bored,  by  \\\e  rascally  boys,  who 
making  a  noise,  are  kirkM  out  by  the  blade,  whose 
only  trade  is  to  keep  the  Arcade  that  Grainger  built. 


This  is  Mister  Stable,  who  did  all  he  was  able 
to  bully  pool" Reed,  who  said  Briggs  w^as  right, and 
w  ho  wears  his  unrnention abb s  awfully  tight,  which 
are  made  by  ihi-i  Brig^s,  who  makes  trousers  and 
coats,  who  abus'd  the  coumiittee  for  giving  their 
voles  to  Peregrine,  so  pragmatic  and  prim,  to  scout 
the  hat  without  any  bnnj,  for  Brigg^  deckM  the 
hat  so  cock'd  ami  lac'd,  (and  he  prides  himself  on 
Ills  fanciful  taste)  paid  for  by  the  horde  of  attorneys 
fco  bored,  by  the  ravcally  boys,  who  making  a  noise, 
are  kick'd  out  by  the  blade,  whose  only  trade  is  to 
keep  the  Arcade  that  Grainger  builu 

This  is  Mister  Seymour,  an  attorney  of  note, 
who  (alas!  for  the  hat)  gave  the  casting  vote,  and 
agreed  with  Stable,  w  ho  did  all  he  was  able  to 
bully  poor  Reed,  who  said  Briggs  was  right,  and 
w  ho  wears  his  unmentionables  a^^fully  tight,  which 
were  made  by  this  I^riggs,  who  makes  trousers  and 
coats,  who  abus'd  the  committee  for  giving  their 
votes  to  Peregrine,  so  pragmatic  and  priu»,  who 
ficouted  the  hat  without  any  brim,  the  unfortunate 
hat,  all  cock'd  and  lacM,  after  Briggs's  own  pecu- 
liar taste,  paid  for  by  the  horde  of  attorneys  so  bored 
by  the^ioise  of  the  rascally  boys,  kickM  out  by  the 
blade,  whose  only  trade  is  to  keep  the  Arcade  that 
Grainger  built, 

Cookson's  Alkali. 

Now  baud  yor  tongues,  I'll  try  my  lungs,  | 
And  lie  my  beft  forbye : 
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My  fang  is  choice,  but  maw  fweet  voice 
Is  fpoilM  by  Alkali. 

CHORUS, 

Then  let  us  a!!,  byeth  great  and  fmall, 

Set  up  a  hue  and  cry  ; 
1L\[q  Shields  will  fuin  be  a*  duin  broon 

By  Cookfon's  Alkali. 

Wor  fields  are  bare,  they'll  grow  ne  mair 
Of  barley,  wheat,  or  rye: 

A  famine  now.  and  peftMence,  too, 
Is  caus'd  by  Alkali. 

Wor  gardens  grow,  juft  nothing  now, 
Fhe  crops  won't  multiply  ; 

Wor  mouths,  it's  thowt,  will  fuin  hev  nowt 
But  Cookfon's  Alkali, 

Wor  fliips  hev  got  a  fad  dry  rot, 
In  fpite  of  anti'dry;** 

For  Kyan's  wafti,  and  fuch  like  trafli, 
Gan't  cope  wiv  Alkali. 

Then  fuin  there'll  be,  a  ftiiplcfs  fea  : 
No  fail  wiil  meet  the  eye — 

Wor  maft«  and  fpars,  and  jolly  tars 
Will  ftrike  to  Alkali. 

Wor  houf:'S  foon  will  tummel  doon. 
And  flat  as  fluiks  theyll  lie. 

They'll  cut  their  ftick-,  as  fure  as  bricks, 
Wi'  this  fad  Alkali. 

A  man,  I  fwear't,  is  now  half  marr*d, 
VV  i'  fmoke  he's  got  fae  dry  : 
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He's  loft  his  fip,  and  ruin*d,  pl^^  chap, 
By  Gookfon's  Alkali. 

It's  true,  indeed,  wor  wives  ftill  breed, 

But  fee  ther  tiny  fry  1 
They  Ve  nowt,  peer  things,  but  legs  &  wings,! 

And  all  from  Alkali. 

For  dandy  blades,  and  dapper  maids, 

Dee  nought  but  fob  and  figh  : 

They're  forc'd  to  pad,  their  fhape's  fae  bad. 
And  all  wi'  Alkali- 

Wor  withered  crops,  and  I  mtern  chops, 
Are  proofs  oyen  can  deny. 

That  we  are  cuik'd,  and  fairly  buik'd. 
By  Cookfon's  Alkali. 

So,  now,  farewell  to  fwipes  and  yell, 

And  breed  and  beef,  good  bye ! 

We'll  get  nae  mair,  awd  Englitti  fare. 
For  this  d^ — d  Alkali. 

And  when  we're  gyen,  beneath  a  ftyen, 
Wor  cawd  remains  i^^ill  lie, 

A  prey,  alas  !  to  acid  gas, 

Produced  by  Alkali 

l^'he  Worthy  Hector. 

Sung  at  a  Farewell  Dinner,  given  by  bis  Parishioner*  to  tl 
Rer.  J.  Collinson,  Rector  of  Gate^^head,  previous  lo  h 
Rrmoval  to  the  Parish  of  Boi  'on 

SEC  changes  now  there  dis  tyek  place 
Iq  ivry  life  and  ftatioa, 


IS 


hings  noo  fs  a'  turned  upfide  doon, 

For  little  or  ne  occafion. 
en  meets  with  acts  yen  luikM  not  for, 

That  drives  yen  into  iorrow  : 
i^e  hev  a  cafe  in  point  to  meet. 

In  this  wor  canny  borro— 
Singing,  fal,  lal,  &c. 
aft  Gurfncias  time  whe  wad  ha'e  thowt 

That  wor  awd  prieft  wad  leave  us, 
ind  caufe  fee  dowly  thowts  to  kurci 

Se  varry  much  to  grieve  us  ? 
Ve  fartly  thowt  we  had  him  flx*d, 

And  taffen'd  here  till  death,  fors ; 
iJaleft  he  had  been  prebendized 

By  Dean-and-Chapter  breeth,  fors. 

lis  toils  an'  labours  noo  we*ll  lofs  :— 

His  farmons  for  to  fyev  us 
iViU  all  be  changed,  an*  varry  fuin, 
I   For  wor  new  Rector's,  Davis, 
iw  oney  hope  an*  pray  we'll  not 

Forget  our  late  Protector : 
?or  thorty  yeers  he's  led  our  train/* 
j    An*  been  wor  sotal  Director. 

For  warks  an'  deeds  amang  the  poor, 
*  For  charity  an'  boonties, 
His  match,  aw  think,  yeM!  not  weei  find 
I    In  this  or  other  counties. 
He's  f«d  the  hungry — healed  the  fick — 

Wivoot  yor  grete  difplay,  fors  ; 
He  wiv  his  wealth  did  gyude  by  ftetlth — 
Lang  life  to  him  !  aw  fay,  fors. 
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Yeers  creeps  upon  us  a%  ma  frinds, 

And  he'll  fuin  be  an  ould  un  ; 
And  his  move  frae  here,  though  its  not 

Aw'm  fure  ye'il  think  a  Bowld-un. 
Aw  truft  at  times  we'll  fee  his  fyece 

At  church  and  parifti  dinners  : 
For  he's  a  man  that  loves  the  fiints. 

Yet  hates  not  the  poor  finners. 

This  plate  we've  ^i'en  him  here  to-day, 

Wiv'  a'  its  fhimn'  glifter— 
The  yen  tureen  was  made  by  Reid, 

rhe  t'other  made  by  Lilter- 
Lang  m?.y  he  live  to  fee  them  ftiine 

Like  breet  and  true  reflectors. 
Reminding  priefts  hoo  hymen  prize 

Upreet,  kind-hearted  Rectors. 

Noo,  fare-ye-weel,  ma  canny  man^ 

Yor  wife  an'  a'  yor  childer  : 
The  fcore  ye  hev  wad  frighten  fome — 

Their  fenfes  quite  bewilder, 
Lang  may  ye  live  a  happy  life, 

When  ye  frae  Gyetfide  ilvvar  : 
There's  hundreds  here  will  pray  to  God 

To  blifs  ye  noo  and  ivvur. 

Battle  of  Spitaloo, 

/^N  the  thirtieth  day  of  Jiilj,^ 
The  Chartists  did  combine. 
That  they  would  hold  a  meeting 

At  Newcastle  uj)on  Tyne ; 
In  spite  of  Mayor  or  Magistrate*, 

Tk^  wmild  come      to  a  mm, 
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But  when  tlie  Police  them  attadc'd, 
Tbey  took  to  their  heels  and  ran. 

CHORUS. 

At  the  Battle  of  Spitaloo,  mj  boys. 
At  the  Battle  of  Spitaloo— 

The  Chartists'  colours  were  taken 
At  the  Battle  of  Spitaloo. 

They  march'd  in  full  procession. 

Through  most  streets  of  the  town. 
And  they  declared  the  Magistrates 

Should  never  put  them  down  ; 
But  of  all  their  boasted  courage 

About  what  they  would  do. 
The  Police  took  their  colours 

At  the  Battle  of  Spitaloo. 

With  music,  flags,  and  banners. 

And  all  their  empty  pride. 
The  procession  of  the  Chartists 

Was  soon  put  to  a  side  ; 
The  worthy  Mayor  and  Magistrates 

Did  let  the  Chartists  know 
That  they  were  masters  of  the  town. 

At  the  Battle  of  Spitaloo. 

With  the  Police  and  the  Soldiers, 

And  the  Specials  in  the  rear. 
They  drove  the  crowd  before  them. 

And  the  streets  did  quickly  clear  ; 
The  Chartists  ran  before  them. 

And  ill  all  directions  flew — 
The  Chartists  ran  like  redshanks 

At  the  Battle  of  Spitaloo. 

Tlie  Chartisti,  to  the  Forth  that  night, 

Turn'd  very  boldly  out, 
But  soon  they  were  dispersed. 

And  all  put  to  the  rout ; 
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They  kid  the  ^ilure  of  their  cause 

Upon  the  red  and  blue. 
Because  they  came  against  them 

At  the  Battle  of  Spitaloo. 

The  Chai'tists  and  their  leaders 

Are  no  more  allow'd  to  meet, 
Their  threatening  combinations 

Have  got  the  grand  defeat— 
The  National  Convention 

Has  got  the  overthrow. 
And  the  Chartists'  colours  taken 

At  the  battle  of  Spitaloo. 

|I 

Battle  on  the  Shields  Kailway^iA 

Between  a  Town  Councillor  and  an  Architect  and  iht} 
Poliss.  '  W 


Time—'*  Cappy's  the  Dog," 


V  thf?  toon  of  Newcassel  James  Archbold  <lis  d^vell  i 
lie's  a  slater  te  trade,  and  thinks  ne  small  beer  orj 

hisseP,  !  Ii 

And  in  Gallowgafe,  just  aside  the  Darn  Crook, 
Stands  his  lionse  amanof  smells  that  wad  make?  5 

horse  puke.  '  1 

s  ^ 

I'  fhe  same  toon  a  chep  leeves,  of  varry  e^reat  fame!  p 
For  budtiingf  fine  houses — John  Dobsor/s  his  nyem  | 
His  awn  stands  in  New  Bridge  Street,  by  way  oj 
example,  * 
Blaw  me  if  aw  think  its  a  varry  good  sample. 

I  r  happened  on   the  of  November— »  \ 

A  day  these  two  worthies  will  ever  remember —  | 
For  Dobson  was  varry  nigli  killM,  I  suppose, 
And  poor  Mr-  Archbold  spoilt  all  bis  best  elotIie«, 
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'hefwesome  to  dine  with  J(>!?n  !^ad!er  Itad  been, 
Ht  V¥!iitehill-p{)fnt  lfou*ie,  which  is  wee!  to  be  seen, 
is  ye  gnn  down  to  Sbiekk  ;  but  aw'll  bec^in  niy 
narration  fstntion. 
¥hh  the  row  that  tuik  pbice  at  the  flowoen-pan 

Kter  dirmer,  when  each  yen  hi.'*  belly  had  fillM, 
\\\(\  some  ofJark  Sadler's  wine  had  be^n  swilTd, 
To  gan  hyem  le  Nevveassei,  tijey  lel't  WhiJehilL 
housp, 

]nt  before  they  gat  hyem,  they  gat  a  vast  of  abusa. 

The  station  they  reach'd  ere  the  train  had  ji'ot  there, 
\ml  they  eaeh  tuik  a  ticket,  and  eacli  paid  his  fare, 
The  train  it  caroe  up,  and  Dobson  trat  in, 
^)\ud  was  jii!^t  gawn  to  start  when  the  row  did  begin. 

^Voo  yen  of  the  poliismen  placed  at  the  station, 
^^itii  lang  Jfnunr  Archbold  had  some  altercation — 
'  Your  ticket,  sir,  I  must  n  >w  have  from  you  ?" 
*  Not  before  I  get  in — I'll  be  d  d  if  you  do." 

Jpoii  this  the  pollisn)an  gave  Jenirny  a  push, 
KAuii  into  Hie  station-house  aii  nmde  a  rush, 
"lAnd  Dobson  noo  seeisio-  his  friend  \n  such  iruise. 

lumj>M  out  of  the  carriage,  and  went  in  likewise?. 

iBui  he  gat  a  blow  from  a  woo«Ien  hand. 
That  made  him  quite  sick,  and  he  could  not  ttand, 
And  I  hen  cam  another  sic  skelp  on  the  hede, 

^lHa(i  his  scotice  not  been  thick,  he  wad  hae  been  dede?, 

|No'.v  Dobson,  at  yen  time  was  very  handy, 
And,  at  scjiule  he  payed  Tiidey,  of  Shields,  the 
;  great  dandy, 

And  although  he  no»v  had  come  to  sucli  skaith, 
iCried,  "  Lay  by  your  wood  handy,  and  I'll  lick 
yebailh!" 

iBnl  the  polli«!nen  snid,     Ye  baith  prisoners  ar«, 
And  H)  8hi(?ld's  y®  num  gan,  as  it«  not  varry  far;" 
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And  though  now  they  begnn  to  be  sick  of  the  lark, 
To  Shiehls  tliey  tenn  w^re,  though  it  was  efter  tlark 

There  they  saw  Mr.  Cruddas,  and  Inspector  Scott 
The  hede  of  the  poilis,  wha  pitied  their  lot,  1^ 
And  released  &  sent  them  hyem somewhat  rnnddy — j- 
Poor  Dobson  the  warst — he  was  baith  sair  &  bh>ody,i/ 

The  next  day,  each  yen  to  his'torney  went, 
The  yen  to  Parce  Fenwick,  the  other  the  Saro^ent  ^ 
Crowuer  Stoker,  w he's  spectacles  myeks  him  far-,^ 
see  ted. 

He's  a  h-ll  of  a  fellow  for  nfettinof  folk  reeted.  ra 

A  summons  tliey  gnt — the  men  cuddent  be  seen,  'j 
The  directors  detarmin'd  the  villains  to  screen, 
And  whnt  was  still  warse,  and  to  save  their  mutton  , 
Young  Tirdey  telPd  Jackson,  they  had  gone 
shutten. 

Noo  as  the  summons  cuddent  b«  sarvM,  l[ 
And  the  pollismen  punished  as  they  deserv'd,  i 
A  warran  was  getten,  and  Newton,  Allan,  and  »l 
Weresuin  in  the  cellars  beneath  the  Moot-hall. 

Now  the  justices  sat,  to  hear  what  they  had  to  sayj 
And  twe  cam  frae  Shields,  for  to  see  fair  play  ; 
And  William  Branlen  sat  on  the  bench,  | 
Besides  Sandy  lldertan,  whe  still  likes  a  w— ch. 

There  ^^"a8  doctors,  and  lawyers,  and  pollismen  to« 
And  of  railway  directors  there  was  not  a  few,  I 
Includinir  Dick  Spoor,  whe  yence  din'd  wilh  tb<' 
queen — 

Sic  a  crew  in  the  jury-room  never  was  seen. 

Noo  the  crowner  began,  &  he  made  a  good  speech 
Caird  Archbold,  &  Dobson,  and.  lastly,  the  Leecli 
Whe  bund  Dobson's  hede,  yen  iVlr.  John  Lang, 
Not  *'the  family  surgeon,"  but  a  rhyme  for  my  sangi 

When  ArchboId  was  called,  hesaid  with  muchgrac^fi 
That  Newton  bdd  the  lanthorn  reet  in  his  feace, 
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im]  spoke  in  a  manner  baith  rufle  and  absord, 
\)  the  town-councilloi'^for  St.^  ndrew's  West  Ward. 

Jext  Dobson  appears  with  hisbloociy  chies, 
fis  hede  all  bund  up,  luiking-  pale,  and  he  says, 
Is  how  nyen  o'  them  had  getten  ower  much  drink, 
U  Torney  Tinley  wanted  the  justice  to  think. 

Joo  the  crowner  being  ended,  t'other  side  did  begin, 
ind  Tinley  he  vapoured,  and  they  swore  thick  and 
thin  ; 

Wt  aw'll  S2iy  ne  mair,  lest  you  should  be  borM, 
lut  merely  relate,  that  Jack  Tinley  was  floor'd. 

^nd  the  justices  said,  'twas  a  shem  the  directors 
hould  set  twe  sic  blackgairds  on  the  line  (or  in- 
ji  spectors, 

Iknd,  addressing^  them  byeth,  said  unto  the  men, 
rer  byeth  fined— Allan  five  pounds,  and  you, 
Newton,  ten. 

foo  when  aw  seed  the  way  the  thing  went, 
hinks  aw  the  directors  are  surely  content, 
Ind  will  myek  I  he  cheps  mends  from  the  way 

they've  been  tret, 
lut  the  warst  of  my  story,  it  is  to  come  yet. 

le  suiner  was't  knawn  what  the  verdict  was, 
lian  the  railway  attorney,  he  out  with  the  brass, 
pd  flingin(y  it  doon,  said,  "  Much  good  may  it  de 

fie  me  a  resait,  and  set  wor  pollismen  free, 

loo  sic  wark  as  this,  it  is  varry  shocken. 
iolks  carma  gan  te  Shields  without  hevin  their  hedes 
brocken, 

nd  aw've  myed  up  ma  n(iind,if  aw'snot  in  a  hurry, 
e  gan  in  Mitchell'*  fine  boats,  or  Johnson's  fam'd 
!  whurry. 
Folfjf  Wharf f  A'ov,  25,  1839. 
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Blind  Willie's  I>eath.=^ 

T  u  ne  —  "  Jemmy  J  one  son  W hurry . ' ' 

AS  aw  was  gannin*  up  the  Side, 
Aw  met  wi*  drucken  Bella  ; 
She  wrung  her  hands,  and  fair  (he  cried, 

He'a  gyen  at  laft^  poor  fellow  ! 
O5  hinny  Bella  !  whe  is'c  that*s  gyen  ? 

Ye  gar  my  blood  run  chilly  ; 
Wey,  hinny,  death  has  ftopt  the  breath 
O*  canny  awd  Blind  Willie. 

God  keep  us,  Bella,  is  that  true  ! 

Ye  ftmrely  are  miftaken, 
O,  no  !  awVe  left  him  juft  a-now. 

And  he's  as  deed  as  bacon. 
Aw  tied  his  chajffs,  and  laid  him  out. 

His  flefti  juft  like  a  jelly ; 
And  fair,  fair,  aw  was  put  aboot 

For  canny  awd  Blind  Willie. 

Then  ofi  went  aw  as  faft  as  owt, 

Ti  fee  poor  Willie  lyin'~ 
When  aw  gat  there,  maw  heart  was  fair, 

Ti  fee  his  frinds  aVfighin*. 
Around  his  bed  they  hung  their  heeds, 

Juft  like  the  droopin'  lily ; 
And  aw,  with  them,  did  dee  the  fyem. 

For  canny  awd  Blind  Willie. 

Ne  mair,  faid  aw,  well  hear  him  ling, 
Ne  mair  he*ll  play  the  fiddle  ; 

Ke  mair  weMl  hear  him  praife  the  king, 
E^fo  !  No!  cried  Jimmy  Liddle^^^^^^^^ 

^  Died  July  20,  1832. 


Tht  days  are  paft—he's  gym  at  kft — 

Befidt  his  frind,  Sir  Biily — 
That  pariOi  chiel,  that  preach*d  f@  wet! — - 

We*il  mourn  for  him  and  Willie* 
His  bonny  corpfe  crowds  cam'  to  fee. 

Which  myed  the  room  luik  dowly  ; 
And  whe  was  there  amang  them,  tee. 

But  noify  Yella  Yowley — 
She  through  the  crowd  did  crufli  her  way-— 

Wi*  drink  flie  feemM  quite  filly — 
And  on  her  knees  began  ti  pray, 

For  canny  awd  Blind  Willie. 

They  tell'd  us  a*  to  gang  away. 

Which  myed  us  varry  forry  ; 
But  Beagle  Bet  wad  kifs  his  lips, 

Before  they  did  him  bury. 
He*s  buried  now — -he's  out  o*  feet — 

1  hen  on  his  grave  fe  hilly, 
Let  them  that  feel  take  their  fareweel 

O'  canny  awd  Blind  Willie. 

Keelmen  and  the  Grindstone. 

TVrOT  latig  since  some  keelmea  were  gaun  doom  to 


When  a  hoop  round  some  froth  cam  alangside  their 
The  skipper  saw't  furst,  an'  he  gov  a  greet  shout. 
How  1  b  r,  man,  Dick,  here's  a  grunstan  afloat  1 


Dick  leuk'd,  and  he  thought  that  the  skipper  was  reet, 
So  they'd  hev  her  ashore,  and  then  sell  her  that  neet  : 
Then  he  jump'd  on  to  fetch  her — my  eyes,  what  a 
splatter  I  — 

Ne  grunstan  was  there^  for  he  faud  it  was  watter. 


S  heels. 


[keel ; 


Derry  down,  &c. 
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The  skipper  astonished,  quite  struck  m*  surprize, 
He  roar'd  <  ut  to  Dickey  when  he  saw  liim  ri«e — 

flow  !   smash  marrow  Dick,  ho  ! — what  is  thou 

ahout 

Come  here,  mun,  and  let'a  haV  the  grunstan  tyen  out. 

Derry  down,  i^c. 

A  grunatan  !  says  Dick~wey,  ye  slavering  cull  1 
Wi'  waiter  my  belly  an'  pockets  are  full  ; 
By  the  g^owkey,  aw*ll  swear,  that  ye're  drunk,  daft,  or 
doaliniJ — 

It'jj  ne  gruQStan  at  a',  but  some  au'd  iron  floating. 

Derry  down,  kc. 


Till  the  Tide  came  in. 

WHILE  ftro  ling  down  fweet  Sandgate- 
ftreet,  ^ 

A  man  o'  war's  blade  I  chanc'd  to  meet ; 
I  o  the  fign  of  the  Ship  I  haul'd  him  in, 
To  drink  a  good  glafs  till  the  tide  came  in.  ^ 
lill  the  tide  came  in,  &c.  1 

I  took  in  tow  young  Squinting  Meg,  ^ 
Who  well  in  the  dance  could  ihake  her  leg; 
My  friend  haul'd  Oyfter  Mailyin, 
And  we  jigg'd  them  about  till  the  tide  caaie  i 
l  ill  the  tide  came  in,  &c. 

We  bows'd  away  till  the  break  of  day. 
Then  alk'd  what  (hot  we  had  to  pay  ? 
You've  drank,  faid  the  hoft,  nine  pints  of  gin 
So  we  paid  hini  his  due — now  the  tide  was  in 
Now  the  tide  was  in,  &c. 
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